
Leaves the Press BreatS 


t thrilling page-turner . . . compelling. . . . 
leldon’s fans will stay awake to discover 
" Tomorrow Comes for Tracy Whitney.” 

- - — Detroit Free Press 

Smooth-flowing and exciting.” 

— Associated Press 

Won’t disappoint his fans. If Tomorrow Comes is 
2xy and alluring, seducing readers through the 
uise of a beautiful heroine who lives on the 
utting edge of danger. . . . Sheldon has a habit 
f both charming and shocking his readers. He 
oes both with aplomb in If Tomorrow Comes.” 

— United Press International 

Tracy Whitney is the latest and perhaps the 
Itimate Sheldon heroine." 

— Denver Post 

Romance, suspense and evil. If Tomorrow 
lomes has all that and more. This is good reading 
hat will leave you with a tingle of excitement 
md a smile of admiration." 

— Richmond Times 
An engrossing read." —Indianapolis Star 

'If you want an adventure novel you simply 
not put down, go to Sheldon.” 

— New York Daily News 
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New Orleans 

Thursday, February 20 — 11:00 p.m. 

She undressed slowly, dreamily, and when she was nakei 
she selected a bright red negligee to wear so that the bloc 
would not show. Doris Whitney looked around the bedrooi 
for the last time to make certain that the pleasant room, grow 
dear over the past thirty years, was neat and tidy. She opene 
the drawer of the bedside table and carefully removed the gui 
It was shiny black, and terrifyingly cold. She placed it next t 
the telephone and dialed her daughter’s number in Philade 
phia. She listened to the echo of the distant ringing. And the 
there was a soft “Hello?” 

“Tracy . . . I just felt like hearing the sound of your vote 
darling.” 

“What a nice surprise, Mother.” 

“1 hope I didn’t wake you up.” 

“No. 1 was reading. Just getting ready to go to sleep. Chark 
and I were going out for dinner, but the weather’s too nast; 
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IF TOMORROW comes 

U «**» >““* SJ£KT»** Whi 

■•Mother? Are you the • vrin(j0w «jf s raining." A 
dX^S^ntmiento caprice. Like a»M 

"SSw-5" ‘ to "* h,s ’ Do ? f 

f“f bX»””' ^ -'X»g 

B°“,Vc W con- your <tnibrf!t/u. She vronM not need an 

X thuJd^n^he forced a note of cheerfulni 

into her voice. "Tell me what's happening in 

**[ feel like a princess in a fairy tale. Mother, Tra y _ 

“1 never believed anyone could be so happy. Tornomovv n,| 

I'm meeting Charles's parents.” She deepened her voice 
though making a pronouncement. “The Stanhopes, of Ch . 
nut Hill,” she sighed. “They’re an institution. 1 have butte 

flies the size of dinosaurs.” 

“Don't worry. They'll love you. darting. 

"Charles says it doesn't matter. He loves me. AntH ado. 
him. I can’t wait for you to meet him. He's fantastic. 

“I’m sure he is.” She would never meet Charles. She wou; 
never hold a grandchild in her lap. Ho. I must not think aboi 
that. “ Docs he know how lucky he is to have you, baby? 

"I keep telling him.” Tracy laughed. “Enough about jnt 
Tell me what's going on there. How are you feeling?” 

You’re in perfect health, Doris, were Dr. Rush s words 
You'll live to be a hundred. One of life's little ironies. I fee 
wonderful.” Talking to you . 

"Got a boyfriend yet?” Tracy teased. 

Since Tracy’s father had died five years earlier, Doris Whit 
ney had not even considered going out with another man, de- 
spite Tracy's encouragement. 

"No boyfriends.” She changed the subject. “How is yout 
job? Still enjoying it?” 
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to look at Perry Pope. His eyes were fixed on the judge. . 

“The defendant has admitted that she attempted to murder 
one of the outstanding citizens of this community— a man noted 
for his philanthropy and good works. The defendant shot him 
while in the act of stealing an art object worth half a million 
dollars.” His voice grew harsher. “Well, this court is going to 
see to it that you don’t get to enjoy that money— not for the 
next fifteen years, because for the next fifteen years you're 
going to be incarceratedJn the Southern Louisiana Peniten- 
tiary for Womem” 

Tracy felt the courtroom begin to spin. Some horrible joke 
was being played. The judge was an actor typecast for the part, 
but he was reading the wrong lines. He was not supposed to 
say any of those things. She turned to explain that to Perry 
Pope, but his eyes were averted. He was juggling papers in 
his briefcase, and for the first time. Tracy noticed that his fin- 
gernails were bitten to the quick. Judge Lawrence had risen 
and was gathering up his notes. Tracy stood there, numb, un- 
able to comprehend what was happening to her. 

A bailiff stepped to Tracy’s side and took her arm. “Come 
along,” he said. 

“No,” Tracy cried. ”No, please!” She looked up at the 
judge. "There’s been a terrible mistake. Your Honor. I~” 

And as she felt the bailiff’s grip tighten on her arm, Tracy 
realized there had been no mistake. She had been tricked. They 
were going to destroy her. 

Just as they had destroyed her mother. . . 


The news of Tracy Whitney’s crime and sentencing ap- 
peared on the front page of the New Orleans Courier, accom- 
panied by a police photograph of her. The major wire services 
picked up the story and flashed it to correspondent newspa- 
pers around the country, and when Tracy was taken from the 
courtroom to await transfer to the state penite ntiary, she was 
confronted by a crew of television reporters. She hid her face 
in humiliation, but there was no escape from the cameras. Joe 
Romano was big news, and the attempt on his life by a beau- 
tiful female burglar was even bigger news. It seemed to Tracy 
that she was surrounded by enemies. Charles will get me out, 
she kept repeating to herself. Oh, please. God, let Charles get 
me out. I can't have our baby born in prison. 

It was not until the following afternoon that the desk ser- 
geant would permit Tracy to use the telephone. Harriet an- 
swered. “Mr. Stanhope's office.” 

"Harriet, this is Tracy Whitney. I’d like to speak to Mr. 
Stanhope.” 

"Just a moment. Miss Whitney.” She heard the hesitation 
in the secretary’s voice. "I’ll— I’ll see if Mr. Stanhope is k” 
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After a long, harrowing wait, Tracy finally heard Charles s 
voice. She could have wept with relief. "Charles—” 

"Tracy? Is that you, Tracy?” „ 

"Yes, darling. Oh, Charles, I’ve been trying to reach— 
"I’ve been going crazy, Tracy! The newspapers here are full 
of wild stories about you. I can’t believe what they’re say- 

ing.” „ 

"None of it is true, darling. None of it. I— 

“Why didn’t you call me?" 

“I tried. I couldn't reach you. I — ” 

“Where are you now?" 

“l*m — I’m in a jail in New Orleans. Charles, they’re going 
to send me to prison for something I didn’t do.” To her hor- 
ror, she was weeping. 

"Hold on. Listen to me. The papers say that you shot a man. 
That's not true, is it?” 

"I did shoot him, but — ” 

"Then it is true.” 

"It’s not the way it sounds, darling. It’s not like that at all. 
I can explain everything to you. I — ” 

"Tracy, did you plead guilty to attempted murder and steal- 
ing a painting?” 

"Yes, Charles, but only because — ” 

“My God, if you needed money that badly, you should have 
discussed it with me. . . .And trying to kill someone. ... I 
can’t believe this. Neither can my parents. You’re the head- 
line in this morning’s Philadelphia Daily News. This is the first 
time a breath of scandal has ever touched the Stanhope 
family.” 

It was the bitter self-control of Charles’s voice that made 
Tracy aware of the depth of his feelings. She had counted on 
him so desperately, and he was on their side. She forced her- 
self not to scream. “Darling, 1 need you. Please come down 
here. You can straighten all this out.” 

There was a long silence. “It doesn’t sound like there’s much 
to straighten out. Not if you’ve confessed to doing all those 
things. The family can’t afford to get mixed up in a thing like 
this. Surely you can see that. This has been a terrible shock 
for us. Obviously, I never really knew you.” 
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:h word was a hammerblow. The world was falling in on 
he felt more alone than she had ever felt in her life. There 
io one to turn to now, no one. “What — what about the 

ou’ll have to do whatever you think best with your baby,” 
es said. “I’m sorry, Tracy.” And the connection was 
n. 

; stood there holding the dead receiver in her hand, 
prisoner behind her said, “If you’re through with the 
i, honey. I’d like to call my lawyer.” 
ten Tracy was returned to her cell, the matron had in- 
tions for her. “Be ready to leave in the morning. You’ll 
:ked up at five o’clock.” 

3 had a visitor. Otto Schmidt seemed to have aged 
t during the few hours since Tracy had last seen him. He 
:d ill. 

just came to tell you how sorry my wife and I are. We 
/ whatever happened wasn’t your fault.” 
only Charles had said that! 

’he wife and I will be at Mrs. Doris's funeral tomorrow.” 
hank you, Otto.” 

ey're going to bury both of us tomorrow, Tracy thought 
rably. 

e spent the night wide awake, lying on her narrow prison 
:, staring at the ceiling. In her mind she replayed the con- 
ation with Charles again and again. He had never even 
1 her a chance to explain. 

e had to think of the baby. She had read of women hav- 
>abies in prison, but the stories had been so remote from 
>wn life that it was as though she were reading about peo- 
rom another planet. Now it was happening to her. You’ll 
to do whatever you think best with your baby, Charles 
said. She wanted to have her baby. And yet, she thought, 
won’t let me keep it. They’ll take it away from me be- 
e I’m going to be in prison for the next fifteen years. It’s 
r that it never knows about its mother. 
e wept. 
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At 5:00 in the morning a male guard, accompanied by a ma- 
tron, entered Tracy’s cell. “Tracy Whitney?” 

“Yes,” She was surprised at how odd her voice sounded. j 
“By order of the Criminal Court of the State of Louisiana, ; 
Orleans Parish, you are forthwith being transferred to the j 
Southern Louisiana Penitentiary for Women. Let's move it, j 

^She was walked down a long corridor, past cells filled with 
inmates. There was a series of catcalls. 

“Have a good trip, honey. ...” 

“You tell me where you got that paintin’ hidden, Tracy, 
baby, and I’ll split the money with you. . 

“If you’re headin’ for the big house, ask for Ernestine Lit- 
tlechap. She'll take real good care of you. ...” 

Tracy passed the telephone where she had made her call to 
Charles. Good-bye. Charles . 

~ , She was outside in a courtyard. A yellow prison bus with 

rred windows stood there, its engine idling. Half a dozen 
omen already were seated in the bus, watched over by two 
ed guards. Tracy looked at the faces of her fellow passen- 
* gers. One was defiant, and another bored; others wore 
expressions of despair. The lives they had lived were about to 
come to an end. They were outcasts, headed for cages where 
they would be locked up like animals. Tracy wondered what 
crimes they had committed and whether any of them was as 
innocent as she was, and she wondered what they saw in her 
face. 

The ride on the prison bus was interminable, the bus hot 
and smelly, but Tracy was unaware of it. She had withdrawn 
into herself, no longer conscious of the other passengers or of 
the lush green countryside the bus passed through. She was 
in another time, in another place. 

She was a little girl at the shore with her mother and father, 
and her father was carrying her into the ocean on his shoul- 
ders, and when she cried out her father said. Don't be a baby, 
Tracy, and he dropped her into the cold water. When the water 
closed over her head, she panicked and began to choke, and 
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Tracy passed the telephone where she had made her call to 
Charles. Good-bye, Charles. 

She was outside in a courtyard. A yellow prison bus with 
barred windows stood there, its engine idling. Half a dozen 
women already were seated in the bus, watched over by two 
armed guards. Tracy looked at the faces of her fellow passen- 
gers. One was defiant, and another bored; others wore 
expressions of despair. The lives they had lived were about to 
come to an end. They were outcasts, headed for cages where 
they would be locked up like animals. Tracy wondered what 
crimes they had committed and whether any of them was as 
innocent as she was, and she wondered what they saw in her 
face. 

The ride on the prison bus was interminable, the bus hot 
and smelly, but Tracy was unaware of it. She had withdrawn 
into herself, no longer conscious of the other passengers or of 
the lush green countryside the bus passed through. She was 
in another time, in another place. 

She was a little girl at the shore with her mother and hither, 
and her father was carrying her into the ocean on his shoul- 
ders. and when she cried out her father said, Don’t be a baby, 
Tracy, and he dropped her into the cold water. When the water- 
closed over her head, she panicked and began to choke, and 
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tier father lifted her up and did it again, and from that moment 
on she had been terrified of the water. . . . 

The college auditorium was filled with students and their 
parents and relatives. She was class valedictoriam She spoke 
for fifteen minutes, and her speech wasfilled with soaring ide- 
alism, clever references to the past, and shining dreams for 
the future. The dean had presented her with a Phi Beta Kappa 
key. I want you to keep it, Tracy told her mother, and the pride 
on her mother’s face was beautiful. . . . 

I’m going to Philadelphia, Mother. I have a job at a bank 
there. 

Annie Mahler, her best friend, was calling her. You’ll love 
Philadelphia, Tracy. It’s full of all kinds of cultural things. It 
has beautiful scenery and a shortage of women. I mean, the 
men here are really hungry! I can get you a job at the bank 
where I work. . . . 

Charles was making love to her. She watched the moving 
shadows on the ceiling and thought, How many girls would 
like to be in my place? Charles was a prime catch. And she 
was instantly ashamed of the thought. She loved him. She could 
feel him inside her, beginning to thrust harder, faster and faster, 
on the verge of exploding, and he gasped out, Are you ready? 
And she lied and said yes. Was it wonderful for you? Yes, 
Charles. And she thought. Is that all there is? And the guilt 
again. . . . 

“ You ! I’m talkin’ to you. Are you deaf for Christ’s sake? 
Let’s go." 

Tracy looked up and she was in the yellow prison bus. It 
had stopped in an enclosure surrounded by a gloomy pile of 
masonry. A series of nine fences topped with barbed wire sur- 
rounded the five hundred acres of farm pasture and wood- 
lands that made up the prison grounds of the Southern 
Louisiana Penitentiary for Women. 

"Get out,” the guard said. "We’re here.” 

Here was hell. 


A stocky, stony-faced matron with sable-brown dyed hair 

as addressing the new arrivals: “Some of you are gonna be 
here for a long, long time. There’s only one way you’re gonna 
make it, and that’s by forgettin’ all about the outside world. 
You can do your time the easy way or the hard way. We have 
rules here, and you'll follow those rules. We’ll tell you when 
to get up, when to work, when to eat, and when to go to the 
toilet. You break any of our rules, and you’ll wish you was 
dead. We like to keep things peaceful here, and we know how 
to handle troublemakers.” Her eyes flicked over to Tracy. 
“You’ll be taken for your physical examinations now. After 
that you’ll go to the showers and be assigned your cells. In 
the momin’ you’ll receive your work duties. That’s all.” She 
started to turn away. 

A pale young girl standing next to Tracy said, “Excuse me, 
please, could—’’ 

The matron whirled around, her face filled with fury. “Shut 
your fuckin’ mouth. You speak only when you’re spoken to, 
do you understand? That goes for all you assholes.” 

The tone, as much as the words, was a shock to Tracy. The 


46 






ttron signaled to two women guards at the back of the room. 
Set these no-good bitches out of here.” 
rracy found herself being herded out of the room with the 
lers, down a long corridor. The prisoners were marched into 
arge, white-tiled room, where a fat, middle-aged man in a 
iled smock stood next to an examination table. 

One of the matrons called out, “Line up,” and formed the 
jmen into one long line. 

The man in the smock said, “I’m Dr. Glasco, ladies. Strip!” 
The women turned to look at one another, uncertainly. One 
them said, “How far should we — ?” 

“Don’t you know what the hell strip means? Get your clothes 
f— all of them.” 

Slowly, the women began to undress. Some of them were 
If-conscious, some outraged, some indifferent. On Tracy’s 
Ft was a woman in her late forties, shivering violently, and 
1 Tracy’s right was a pathetically thin girl who looked to be 
) more than seventeen years old. Her skin was covered with 
:ne. 

The doctor gestured to the first woman in line. “Lie down 
i the table and put your feet in the stirrups.” 

The woman hesitated. 

“Come on. You’re holding up the line.” 

She did as she was told. The doctor inserted a speculum into 
ir vagina. As he probed, he asked, “Do you have a venereal 
sense?” 

“No.” 

“We’ll soon find out about that.” 

The next woman replaced her on the table. As the doctor 
arted to insert the same speculum into her, Tracy cried out, 
Wait a minute!” 

The doctor stopped and looked up in surprise. “What?” 
Everyone was staring at Tracy. She said, “I . . . you didn’t 
erilize that instrument.” 

Dr. Glasco gave Tracy a slow, cold smile. “Well! We have 
gynecologist in the house. You’re worried about germs, are 
ou? Move down to the end of the line.” 

“What?” 

Don t you understand English? Move down.” 
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Tracy, not understanding why, took her place at the end of 

the line. . , „ 

“Now, if you don't mind,” the doctor said, we 11 con- 
tinue.” He inserted the speculum into the woman on the ta- 
ble, and Tracy suddenly realized why she was the last in line. 
He was going to examine all of them with the same unsteril- 
ized speculum, and she would be the last one on whom he used 
it. She could feel an anger boiling up inside her. He could have 
examined them separately, instead of deliberately stripping 
away their dignity. And they were letting him get away with 
it. If they all protested — It was her turn. 

“On the table, Ms. Doctor.” 

Tracy hesitated, but she had no choice. She climbed up on 
the table and closed her eyes. She could feel him spread her 
legs apart, and then the cold speculum was inside her, probing 
and pushing and hurting. Deliberately hurting. She gritted her 
teeth. 

"You got syphilis or gonorrhea?” the doctor asked. 

“No.” She was not going to tell him about the baby. Not 
this monster. She would discuss that with the warden. 

She felt the speculum being roughly pulled out of her. Dr. 
Glasco was putting on a pair of rubber gloves. “All right,” he 
said. “Line up and bend over. We’re going to check your pretty 
little asses.” 

Before she could stop herself, Tracy said, “Why are you 
doing this?” 

Dr. Glasco stared at her. “I’ll tell you why, Doctor. Be- 
cause assholes are great hiding places. I have a whole collec- 
tion of marijuana and cocaine that I got from ladies like you. 
Now bend over.” And he went down the line, plunging his 
fingers into anus after anus. Tracy was sickened. She could 
feel the hot bile rise in her throat and she began to gag. 

“You vomit in here, and I'll rub your face in it.” He turned 
to the guards. “Get them to the showers. They stink.” 

Carrying their clothes, the naked prisoners were marched 
down another corridor to a large concrete room with a dozen 
open shower stalls. 

“Lay your clothes in the comer,” a matron ordered. “And 
get into the showers. Use the disinfectant soap. Wash every 
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part of your body from head to foot, and shampoo your hair. 

Tracy stepped from the rough cement floor into the shower. 
The spray of water was cold. She scrubbed herseit hard, 
thinking. I'll never be clean again . What kind of people are 
these? How can they treat other human beings this way? I can't 
stand fifteen years of this . 

A guard called out to her. “Hey. you! Time's up. Get our.*' 

Tracy stepped out of the shower, and another prisoner took 
her place. Tracy was handed a thin, worn towel and hair dried 
her body. 

When the last of the prisoners had showered, they were 
marched to a large supply room where there were shelves cf 
clothes guarded by a Latino inmate who sized up each pris- 
oner and handed out gray uniforms. Tracy and the ethers were 
issued two uniform dresses, two pairs of panties, two bras- 
sieres, two pairs of shoes, two nightgowns, a sanitary heir, a 
hairbrush, and a laundry bag. The matrons steed watching while 
the prisoners dressed. When they had finished, they were 
herded to a room where a trusty operated a large portrait 
camera set on a tripod. 

“Stand over there against the wall.” 

Tracy moved over to the wall. 

“Full face.” 

She stared into the camera. Click. 

“Turn your head to the ngnt. 

She obeyed. Click. 

“Left." Click. “Over to the table.” 


The table had fingerprint equipment on it. Tracy’s angers 
were rolled across an inky pad, then pressed onto a white card. 

Left hand. Right hand. Wipe your hands with that "z. 
You’re finished." "* ~ ~~ 

She's right, Tracy thought numbly. I'm Onis/ied. I'm c 
number. Nameless, faceless. 

A guard pointed to Tracy.'“V /fcitcsv? Warden w---^ r, 
you. Follow me." ' ' 


Tracy s heart suddenly soared. •— ,-r — —--r- - ' 

after all! Of course he ted nor abar^ 
she ever could have abandoned *=-» 
that had made him behave the -JT 

**** — sid —ceC, VSkJZ 
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to think it over now and to realize he still loved her. He had 
talked to the warden and explained the terrible mistake that 
had been made. She was going to be set free. 

She was marched down a different corridor, through two sets 
of heavily barred doors manned by male and female guards. 
As Tracy was admitted through the second door, she was al- 
most knocked down by a prisoner. She was a giant, the big- 
gest woman Tracy had ever seen— well over six feet tall, she 
must have weighed three hundred pounds. She had a flat, 
pockmarked face, with feral yeilow eyes. She grabbed Tra- 
cy s arm to steady her and pressed her arm against Tracy’s 
breasts. 

“Hey!" the woman said to the guard. “We got a new fish. 
How ’bout you put her in with me?" She had a heavy Swed- 
ish accent 

“Sorry. She’s already been assigned, Bertha.” 

The amazon stroked Tracy’s face. Tracy jerked away, and 
the giant woman laughed. “It’s okay, littbarn. Big Bertha will 
see you later. We got plenty of time. You ain’t goin’ no- 
where." 

They reached the warden’s office. Tracy was faint with an- 
ticipation. Would Charles be there? Or would he have sent his 
attorney? 

The warden’s secretary nodded to the guard, “He’s expect- 
ing her. Wait here.” 

Warden George Branmgan was seated at a scarred desk, 
studying some papers in front of him. He was in his mid-for- 
ties, a thin, careworn-looking man, with a sensitive face and 
deep-set hazel eyes. 

Warden Brannigan had been in charge of the Southern Lou- 
isiana Penitentiary for Women for five years. He had arrived 
with the background of a modem penologist and the zeal of 
an idealist, determined to make sweeping?efbrms in the prison. 
But it had defeated him, as it had defeated others before him. 

The prison originally had been built to accommodate two 
inmates to a cell, and now each cell held as many as four to 
six prisoners. He knew that the same situation applied every- 
where. The country’s prisons were all overcrowded and un- 


erstaffed. Thousands of criminals were penned up day and 
light with nothing to do but nurse their hatred and plot their 
engeance. It was a stupid, brutal system, but it was all 
here was. 

He buzzed his secretary. “All right. Send her in.” 

The guard opened the door to the inner office, and Tracy 
tepped inside. 

Warden Brannigan looked up at the woman standing before 
iim. Dressed in the drab prison uniform, her face bruised with 
atigue, Tracy Whitney still looked beautiful. She had a lovely, 
undid face, and Warden Brannigan v/ondered how long it 
vould remain that way. He was particularly interested in this 
irisoner because he had read about her case in the newspa- 
iers and had studied her record. She was a first offender, had 
lot killed anyone, and fifteen years was an inordinately harsh 
ientence. The fact that Joseph Romano was her accuser made 
ler conviction all the more suspect. But the warden was sim- 
aly the custodian of bodies. He could not buck the system. 
He tvos the system. 

“Please have a seat,” he said. 

Tracy was glad to sit down. Her knees were weak. He was 
joing to tell her now about Charles, and how soon she would 
oe released. 

“I’ve been looking over your record,” the warden began. 

Charles would have asked him to do that. 

“I see you’re going to be with us a long time. Your sen- 
tence is fifteen years.” 

It took a moment for his words to sink in. Something was 
Jreadfully wrong. “Didn’t— didn’t you speak to— to Charles?” 
In her nervousness she was stammering. 

He looked at her blankly. “Charles?” 

And she knew. Her stomach turned to water. “Please," she 
said. “Please listen to me. I’m innocent. I don’t belong here.” 

How many times had he heard that? A hundred? A thou- 
sand? I’m innocent. 


He said, . The courts have found you guilty. The best ad- 
vice I can give you is to try to do easy time. Once yoiraccept 
he terms of your imprisonment, it will be a lot easier for you 
There are no clocks in prison, only calendars.” 
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/ can't be locked up here for fifteen years, Tracy thought i 
despair. / want to die. Please, God , let me die. But l can' 
die, can 1? / would be killing my baby. It’s your baby, too 
Charles. Why aren’t you here helping me? That was the mo 
ment she began to hate him. 

“If you have any special problems,” Warden Brannigan said 
“I mean, if I can help you in any way, I want you to com 
see me.” Even as he spoke, he knew how hollow his word 
were. She was young and beautiful and fresh. The bull-dyke 
In the prison would fall on her like animals. There was not eve 
a safe cell to which he could assign her. Nearly every celt wa 
controlled by a stud. Warden Brannigan had heard rumors c 
rapes in the showers, in the toilets, and in the corridors at nighi 
But they were only rumors, because the victims were alway 
silent afterward. Or dead. 

Warden Brannigan said gently, “With good behavior, yo 
might be released in twelve or—” 

“No!” It was a cry of black despair, of desperation. Trac 
felt the walls of the office closing in on her. She was on he 
feet, screaming. The guard came hurrying in and grabbed Trr 
cy’s arms. 

"Easy,” Warden Brannigan commanded him. 

He sat there, helpless, and watched as Tracy was led awa> 

She was taken down a series of corridors past cells fiile 
with inmates of every description. They were black and whit 
and brown and yellow. They stared at Tracy as she passe 
and called out to her in a dozen accents. Their cries made n< 
sense to Tracy. 

“Fish night . . 

“French mate ...” 

“Fresh mite ...” 

“Flesh meet . 

. It was not until Tracy reached her cell block that she real- 
ized what the women were chanting: "Fresh meat.” 
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There were sixty women in Cell Block C, four to a cell. Faces 
eered out from behind bars as Tracy was marched down the 
jng, smelly corridor, and the expressions varied from indif- 
;rence to lust to hatred. She was walking underwater in some 
trange, unknown land, an alien in a slowly unfolding dream, 
ler throat was raw from the screaming inside her trapped body, 
'he summons to the warden’s office had been her last faint 
ope. Now there was nothing. Nothing except the mind- 
lumbing prospect of being caged in this purgatory for the next 
ifteen years. " 

The matron opened a cell door. “Inside!” 

Tracy blinked and looked around. In the cell were three 
vomen, silently watching her. 

“Move,” the matron ordered. 

Tracy hesitated, then stepped into the cell. She heard the 
door slam behind her. 

She was home. 

The cramped cell barely held four bunks, a little table with 
a cracked mirror over it, four small lockers, and a seatless toi- 
let in the far corner. 

Her cell mates were staring at her. The Puerto Rican, woman 


53 


54 IF TOMORROW COMES 

broke the silence. “Looks like we got ourselves a new cel- 
lie.” Her voice was deep and throaty. She would have been 
beautiful if it had not been for a livid knife scar that ran from 
her temple to her throat. She appeared to be no older than 
fourteen, until you looked into her eyes. 

A squat, middle-aged Mexican woman said, “jQue suerte 
verte! Nice to see you. What they got you in for, querida?” 

Tracy was too paralyzed to answer. 

The third woman was black. She was almost six feet tall, 
with narrow, watchful eyes and a cold, hard mask of a face. 
Her head was shaved and her skull shone blue-black in the 
dim light. “Tha’s your bunk over in the comer.” 

Tracy walked over to the bunk. The mattress was filthy, 
stained with the excreta of God only knew how many pre- 
vious occupants. She could not bring herself to touch it. In- 
voluntarily, she voiced her revulsion. “I — 1 can’t sleep on this 
mattress.” 

The fat Mexican woman grinned. “You don’ have to,' honey. 
Hay tiempo. You can sleep on mine.” 

Tracy suddenly became aware of the undercurrents in the 
cell, and they hit her with a physical force. The three women 
were watching her, staring, making her feel naked. Fresh meat. 
She was suddenly terrified. I’m wrong, Tracy thought Oh, 
please let me be wrong. 

She found her voice. “Who— who do 1 see about getting a 
clean mattress?” 

“God," the black woman grunted. “But he ain’t been around 
here lately.” 

Tracy turned to look at the mattress again. Several large 
black roaches were crawling across it. / can’t stay in this place, 
Tracy thought. I’ll go insane. 

As though reading her mind, the black woman told her, “You 
go with the flow, baby.” 

Tracy heard the warden’s voice: The best advice / can give 
you is to try to do easy time. ... -» 

The black woman continued. “I’m Ernestine Littlechap.” 
She nodded toward the woman with the long scar. “Tha’s Lola. 
She’s from Puerto Rico, and fatso here is Paulita, from Mex- 
ico. Who are you?” 


ne did not understand. She did not understand anything that 
i happening to her. She dragged herself from the bunk and 
Iked out into the line of women. She was standing next to 
: black woman. “Why do I — ?" 

“Shut up!” Ernestine Littlechap growled out of the corner 
her mouth. “No talkin’ in line.” 

rhe women were marched down a narrow, cheerless corri- 
r past two sets of security doors, into an enormous mess 
It filled with large wooden tables and chairs. There was a 
ig serving counter with steam tables, where prisoners lined 
for their food. The menu of the day consisted of a watery 
ra casserole, limp green beans, a pale custard, and a choice 
weak coffee or a synthetic fruit drink. Ladles of the unap- 
tizing-looking food were thrown into the tin plates of the 
isoners as they moved along the line, and the inmates who 
:re serving behind the counter kept up a steady cry: “Keep 
5 line moving. Next . . . keep the line moving. Next . . 
When Tracy was served, she stood there uncertainly, not 
re where to go. She looked around for Ernestine Littlechap, 
t the black woman had disappeared. Tracy walked over to 
able where Lola and Paulita, the fat Mexican woman, were 
ated. There were twenty women at the table, hungrily wolf- 
3 down their food. Tracy looked down at what was on her 
itc, then pushed it away, as the bile rose and welled in her 
roat. 

Paulita reached over and grabbed the plate from Tracy. “If 
iu ain’t gonna eat that. I'll take it." 

Lola said, “Hey, you gotta eat, or you won’t last here.” 

/ don't want to last, Tracy thought hopelessly. / want to die, 
jw could these women tolerate living like this ? flow long had 
ey been here ? Months ? Years? She thought of the fetid cell 
d her verminous mattress, and she wanted to scream. She 
inched her jaw shut so that no sound would come out. 

The Mexican woman was saying, “If they catch you not 
tin’, you go to the bing." She saw the uncomprehending look 
i Tracy’s face. “The hole— solitary. You wouldn’t like it." 
te leaned forward. “This is your first time in the joint, huh? 
ell, I’m gonna give you a tip, qucrida. Ernestine Littlechap 
ns this place. Be nice to her an’ you got it made." 
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tastefully decorated, with white napery. and gleaming siiver- 
and-goid monogrammed dishes. It's a palace, Tracy thought. 
I’ll bet kings and queens come here. She was too excited to 
eat, too busy staring at all the beautifully dressed men and 
women. When I’m grown up, Tracy promised herself. I'm going 
to come to Antoine's every night, and-TIl bring my mother and 
father with me. 

You’re not eating, Tracy, her mother said. 

And to please her, Tracy forced herself to eat a few mouth- 
fuls. There was a cake for her, with ten candles on it, and the 
waiters sang Happy Birthday and the other guests turned and 
applauded, and Tracy felt like a princess. Outside she could 
hear the clang of a streetcar bell as it passed. 

The clanging of the bell was loud and insistent. 

“Suppertime,” Ernestine Littlechap announced. 

Tracy opened her eyes. Cell doors were slamming open 
throughout the cell block. Tracy lay on her bunk, trying des- 
perately to hang on to the past. 

“Hey! Chow time,” the young Puerto Rican said. 

The thought of food sickened her. “I’m not hungry.” 

Paulita, the fat Mexican woman spoke. "Es llano. It’s sim- 
ple. They don’ care if you’re hungry or not. Everybody gotta . 
go to mess.” 

Inmates were lining up in the corridor outside. 

“You better move it, or they’ll have your ass,” Ernestine 
warned. 

I can’t move, Tracy thought. I’ll stay here. 

Her cell males left the cell and lined up in a double file. A 
short, squat matron with peroxided-blond hair saw Tracy lying 
on her bunk. “You!” she said. “Didn’t you hear the bell? Get 
out here.” 

Tracy said, “I'm not hungry, thank you. I’d like to be ex- 
cused.” 

The matron’s eyes widened in disbelief. She stormed inside 
the cell and strode over to where Tracy lay. “Who the fuck 
do you think you are? You waitin’ for room service? Get your 
ass in that line. I could put you on report for this. If it hap- 
pens again, you go to the bing. Understand?” 
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* * * 

Thirty minutes from the time the women had entered the 
room, a ioud bell sounded and the women stood up. Pauiita 
snatched a lone green bean from a plate next to her. Tracy 
joined her in the line, and the women began the march back 
to their cells. Supper was over. It was four o'clock in the 
afternoon-five long hours to endure before lights out. 

When Tracy returned to the cell, Ernestine Littlechap was 
already there. Tracy wondered incuriously where she had been 
at dinnertime. Tracy looked at the toilet in the corner. She 
desperately needed to use it, but she could not bring herself 
to do so in front of these women. She would wait until the 
lights went out. She sat down on the edge of her bunk. 

Ernestine Littlechap said, “I understan’ you didn’t eat none 
of your supper. Tha’s stupid.” 

How could she have known that? And why should she care? 
“How do 1 see the warden?” 

‘‘You put m a written request. The guards use it for toilet 
paper. They figure any cunt who wants to see the warden is a 
troublemaker.” She walked over to Tracy. “There’s lotsa things 
kin get you in trouble here. What you need is a friend who kin 
he’p keep you outta trouble.” She smiled, showing a gold front 
tooth. Her voice was soft. “Someone who knows their way 
around the zoo.” 

Tracy looked up into the black woman’s grinning face. It 
seemed to be floating somewhere near the ceiling. 

It was the tallest thing she had ever seen. 

That’s a giraffe, her father said. 

They were at the zoo in Audubon Park. Tracy loved the park. 
On Sundays they went there to listen to the band concerts, 
and afterward her mother and father took her to the aquarium 
or the zoo. They walked slowly, looking at the animals in their 
cages. 

Don’t they hate being locked up, Papa? 

Her father laughed. No, Tracy. They have a wonderful life. 
They re taken care of and fed, and their enemies can't Ret at 
them - 
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They looked unhappy to Tracy. She wanted to open theii 
iges and let them out. I wouldn't ever want to be locked ui 
ce that, Tracy thought. 

At 8:45 the warning bell rang throughout the prison. Tra 
/'s cell mates began to undress. Tracy did not move. 

Lola said, “You got fifteen minutes to get ready for bed.” 
The women had stripped and put on nightgowns. The per 
xided-blond matron passed the cell. She stopped when shf 
iw Tracy lying on her cot. 

"Get undressed,” she ordered. She turned to Ernestine, 
Didn’t you tell her?” 

“Yeah. We tol’ her.” 

The matron turned back to Tracy. “We got a way of takin’ 
are of troublemakers,” she warned. “You do what you’re told 
ere, or I’ll bust your ass.” The matron moved down the hall. 
Paulita cautioned, “You better listen to her, baby. Old Iron 
’ants is one mean bitch.” 

Slowly, Tracy rose and began to undress, keeping her back 
o the others. She took off all her clothes, with the exception 
f her panties, and slipped the coarse nightgown over her head, 
he felt the eyes of the other women on her. 

"You got a real nice body,” Paulita commented. 

"Yeah, real nice,” Lola echoed. 

Tracy felt a shiver go through her. 

Ernestine moved over to Tracy and looked down at her. 
‘We’re your friends. We gonna take good care of you.” Her 
mice was hoarse with excitement. 

Tracy wildly jerked around. “Leave me alone'. All of you. 
I’m— I’m not that way.” 

The black woman chuckled. “You’ll be any way we want 
you to be, baby.” 

"Hay tiempo. There’s plenty of time.” 

The lights went out. 


The dark was Tracy’s enemy. She sat on the edge of her 
bunk, her body tense. She could sense the others waiting to 
pounce on her. Or was it her imagination? She was so over- 


wrought that everything seemed to he a tnreai. nau iney 
threatened her? Not really. They were probably just trying to 
be friendly, and she had read sinister implications into their 
overtures. She had heard about homosexual activity in pris- 
ons, but that had to be the exception rather than the. rule. A 
prison would not permit that sort of behavior. 

Still, there was a nagging doubt. She decided she would stay 
awake all night. If one of them made a move, she would call 
for help. It was the responsibility of the guards to see that 
nothing happened to the inmates. She reassured herself that 
there was nothing to worry about. She would just have to stay 
alert. 

Tracy sat on the edge of her bunk in the dark, listening to 
every sound. One by one she heard the three women go to the 
toilet, use it, and return to their bunks. When Tracy could stand 
it no longer, she made her way to the toilet. She tried to flush 
it, but it did not work. The stench was almost unbearable. She 
hurried back to her cot and sat there. It will be light soon, she 
thought. In the morning I'll ask to see the warden. I’ll tell him 
about the baby. He'll have me moved to another cell. 

Tracy’s body was tense and cramped. She lay back on her 
bunk and within seconds felt something crawling across her 
neck. She stifled a scream. !'ve got to stand it until morning. 
Everything will be all right in the morning, Tracy thought. One 
minute at a time. 

At 3:00 she could no longer keep her eyes open. She slept. 

She was awakened by a hand clamped across her mouth and 
two hands grabbing at her breasts. She tried to sit up and 
scream, and she felt her nightgown and underpants being ripped 
away. Hands slid between her thighs, forcing her legs apart. 
Tracy fought savagely, struggling to rise. 

‘ Take it easy,” a voice in the dark whispered, “and you 
won’t get hurt.” 

Tracy lashed out at the voice with her feet. She connected 
with solid flesh. 

“ Carajo J Give it to the bitch,” the voice gasped. “Get her 
on the floor!” 
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*‘{ [ ,»• Tracy tried to speak, but no words would come 

out. She tried again, and some deep-seated atavistic instinct 
made her say, “I fell off my bunk. . . . ’ 

The matron snapped, “I hate smart asses. Let’s put you in 
the bing till you learn some respect.” 

It was a form of oblivion, a return to the womb. She was 
alone in the dark. There was no furniture in the cramped 
basement cell, only a thin, worn mattress thrown on the cold 
cement floor. A noisome hole in the floor served as a toilet. 
Tracy lay there in the blackness, humming folk songs to her- 
self that her father had taught her long ago. She had no idea 
how close she was to the edge of insanity. 

She was not sure where she was, but it did not matter. Only 
the suffering of her brutalized body mattered. I must have fallen 
down and hurt myself, but Mama will take care of it. She called 
out in a broken voice, ‘‘Mama . . . and when there was 
no answer, she fell asleep again. 

She slept for forty-eight hours, and the agony finally re- 
ceded to pain, and the pain gave way to soreness. Tracy opened 
her eyes. She was surrounded by nothingness. It was so dark 
that she could not even make out the outline of the cell. Mem- 
ories came flooding back. They had carried her to the doctor. 
She could hear his voice: **. . .a broken rib and a fractured 
wrist. We’ll tape them up. . . . The cuts and bruises are bad, 
but they’ll heal. She’s lost the baby. . . .” 

‘‘Oh, my baby,” Tracy whispered. "They’ve murdered my 
baby.” 

And she wept. She wept for the loss of her baby. She wept 
for herself. She wept for the whole sick world. 

Tracy lay on the thin mattress in the cold darkness, and she 
was filled with such an overpowering hatred that it literally 
shook her body. Her thoughts burned and blazed until her mind 
was empty of every emotion but one: vengeance. It was not 
a vengeance directed against her three celi mates. They were 
victims as much as she. No; she was after the men who had 
done this to her, who had destroyed her life. 

Joe Romano: ‘‘Your old lady held out on me. She didn’t teil 
me she had a homy-iooking daughter. ...” 
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Anthony .Orsatti: “Joe Romano works fora man named An- 
lony Orsatti. Orsatti runs New Orleans. . . 

Perry Pope: “By pleading guilty', you save the state the ex- 
ense of a trial. . . 

Judge Henry Lawrence: “For the next fifteen years you’re 
oing to be incarcerated in the Southern Louisiana Peniten- 
iary for Women. . . 

Those were her enemies. And then there was Charles, who 
ad never even listened to her: “If you needed money that 
adly, you could have discussed it with me. . . . Obviously I 
ever really knew you. . . . You’ll have to do whatever you 
hink best with your baby. . . .” 

She was going to make them pay. Every one of them. She 
iad no idea how. But she knew she was going to get revenge. 

’ tomorrow , she thought. If tomorrow comes. 
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Tune lost all meaning. There was never light in the cell, so 
there was no difference between night and day, and she had 
no idea how long she was kept in solitary confinement. From 
time to time cold meals were shoved through a slot in the bot- 
tom of the door. Tracy had no appetite, but she forced herself 
to eat every morsel. You gotta eat, or you won't last here. 
She understood' that now; she knew she would need every bit 
of her strength for what she planned to do. She was in a sit- 
uation that anyone else would have considered hopeless: She 
was locked away for fifteen years, with no money, no friends, 
no resources of any kind. But there was a wellspring of strength 
deep within her. / will survive, Tracy thought. / face mine 
enemies naked, and my courage is my shield. She would sur- 
vive as her ancestors had survived. In her was the mixed blood 
of the English and the Irish and the Scots, and she had inher- 
ited the best of their qualities, the intelligence and the courage 
and the will. My ancestors survived famine and plagues and 
Jloods, and I’m going to survive this. They were with her now 
in her stygian cell: the shepherds and trappers, the farmers and 


64 


shopkeepers, the doctors and teachers. The ghosts of the past, 
and every one was a part of her. I won’t let you down, Tracy 
whispered into the darkness. 

She began to plan her escape. 

Tracy knew that the first thing she had to do was regain her 
physical strength. The cell was too cramped for extensive ex- 
ercise, but it was large enough for t’ai chi ch’uan, the centu- 
ries-old martial art that was taught warriors to prepare them 
for combat. The exercises required little space, and they used 
every muscle in the body. Tracy stood up and went through 
the opening moves. Each movement had a name and a signif- 
icance. She started with the militant Punching the Demons, then 
into the softer Gathering the Light. The movements were fluid 
and graceful and done very slowly. Every gesture came from 
tan tien, the psychic center, and all the movements were cir- 
cular. Tracy could hear the voice of her teacher: Arouse your 
chi, your vital energy ■ It starts heavy as a mountain and be- 
comes light as a bird's feather. Tracy could feel the chi flow-^ 
ing through her fingers, and she concentrated until her whole 
being was focused on her body moving through the timeless 
patterns. 

Grasp the bird’s tail, become the white stork, repulse the 
monkey, face the tiger, let your hands become clouds and cir- 
culate the water of life. Let the white snake creep down and 
ride the tiger . Shoot the tiger, gather your chi, and go back 
to tan lien, the center. 

The complete cycle took an hour, and when it was finished 
Tracy was exhausted. She went through the ritual each morn- 
ing and afternoon until her body began to respond and grow 
strong. 

When she was not exercising her body, Tracy exercised her 
mind. She lay in the dark, doing complicated mathematical 
equations, mentally operating the computer at the bank, recit- 
ing poetry, recalling the lines of plays she had been in at col- 
lege. She was a perfectionist, and when she had gotten a part 
in a school play where she had to use different accents, she 
had studied accents for weeks before the play went on. A tal- 
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ent scout had once approached her to offer her a screen test 
in Hollywood. “No, thank you. I don’t want the limelight. 
That’s not for me,” Tracy had told him. 

Charles’s voice: You're the headline in this morning’s Daily 

News. „ 

Tracy pushed the memory of Charles away. There were 
doors in her mind that had to remain closed for now. 

She played the teaching game: Name three absolutely im- 
possible things to teach. 

To teach an ant the difference between Catholics and Prot- 
estants. 

To make a bee understand that it is the. earth that travels 
around the sun. 

To explain to a cat the difference between communism and 
democracy. 

"But she concentrated mostly on how she was going to de- 
stroy her enemies, each of them in turn. She remembered a 
game she had played as a child. By holding up one hand to- 
ward the sky, it was possible to blot out the sun. That’s what 
they had done to her. They had raised a hand and blotted out 
her life. 

Tracy had no idea how many prisoners had been broken by 
their confinement in the bing, nor would it have mattered 
to her. 

On the seventh day, when the cell door opened, Tracy was 
blinded by the sudden light that flooded the cell. A guard stood 
outside. “On your feet. You’re going back upstairs.” 

He reached down to give Tracy a helping hand, and to his 
surprise, she rose easily to her feet and walked out of the cell 
unaided. The other prisoners he had removed from solitary had 
come out either broken. or defiant, but this prisoner was nei- 
ther. There was an aura of dignity about her, a self-confidence 
that was alien to this place. Tracy stood in the light, letting 
her eyes gradually get accustomed to it. What a great-looking 
piece of ass , the guard thought. Get her cleaned up and you 
could take hei anywhere. I'll bet she’d do anything for a few 
favors. 

Aloud he said, “A pretty girl like you shouldn’t have to go 
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through this kind of thing. If you and me was friends, I’d see 
that it didn’t happen again.” 

Tracy turned to face him, and when he saw the look in her 
eyes, he hastily decided not to pursue it. 

The guard walked Tracy upstairs and turned her over, to a 
matron. 

The matron sniffed. ‘‘Jesus, you stink. Go in and take a 
shower. We’ll bum those clothes.” 

The cold shower felt wonderful. Tracy shampooed her hair 
and scrubbed herself from head to foot with the harsh lye soap. 

When she had dried herself and put on a change of clothing, 
the matron was waiting for her. “Warden wants to see you.” 

The last time Tracy had heard those words, she had be- 
lieved it meant her freedom. Never again would she be that 
naive. 

Warden Brannigan was standing at the window when Tracy 
walked into his office. He turned and said, “Sit down, please.” 
Tracy took a chair. “I’ve been away in Washington at a con- 
ference. I just returned this morning and saw a report on what 
happened. You should not have been put in solitary.” 

She sat watching him, her impassive face giving nothing 
away. 

The warden glanced at a paper on his desk. “According to 
this report, you were sexually assaulted by your cell mates.” 
“No, sir." 

Warden Brannigan nodded understandingly. “I understand 
your fear, but I can’t allow the inmates to run this prison. I 
want to punish whoever did this to you, but I’ll need your tes- 
timony. I’ll see that you’re protected. Now, I want you to tell 
nie exactly what happened and who was responsible.” 

Tracy looked him in the eye. “I was. I fell off my bunk.” 
The warden studied her a long time, and she could see the 
disappointment cloud his face. "Are you quite sure?” 

“Yes, sir." 

“You won’t change your mind?” 

“No, sir." 

Warden Brannigan sighed. “All right If that’s your deci- 
sion. I'll have you transferred to another cell where—” 
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“I don’t want to be transferred.” 

He looked at her in surprise. “You mean you want to go 
back to the same cell?” 

4 *Ycs* sir.” 

He was puzzled. Perhaps he had been wrong about her; 
maybe she had invited what had happened to her. God only 
knew what those damned female prisoners were thinking or 
doing. He wished he could be transferred to some nice, sane 
men's prison, but his wife and Amy, his small daughter, liked 
it here. They all lived in a charming cottage, and there. were 
lovely grounds around the prison farm. To them, it was like 
living in the country, but he had to cope with these crazy 
women twenty-four hours a day. 

He looked at the young woman sitting before him and 
said awkwardly, “Very well. Just stay out of trouble in the 
future.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Returning to her cell was the most difficult thing Tracy had 
ever done. The moment she stepped inside she was assailed 
by the horror of what had happened there. Her cell mates were 
away at work. Tracy lay on her bunk, staring at the ceiling, 
planning. Finally, she reached down to the bottom of her bunk 
and pried a piece of the metal side loose. She placed it under 
her mattress. When the 1 1:00 a.m. lunch bell rang, Tracy was 
the first to line up in the corridor. 

In the mess hall, Paulita and Lola were seated at a table near 
the entrance. There was no sign of Ernestine Littlechap. 

Tracy chose a table filled with strangers, sat down, and fin- 
ished every bite of the tasteless meal. She spent the afternoon 
alone in her cell. At 2:45 her three cell mates returned. 

Paulita grinned with surprise when she saw Tracy. “So you 
came back to us, pretty pussy. You liked what we did to 
you, huh?” 

“Good. We got more for you,” Lola said. 

Tracy gave no indication that she heard their taunting. She 
was concentrating on the black woman. Ernestine Littlechap 
was the reason Tracy had come back to this cell. Tracy did 
not trust her. Not for a moment. But she needed her. 
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So she even knew about that. “I wanted to come back here.” 
“Yeah? What fo’?” There was a puzzled note in Ernestine 
Littiechap’s voice. 

This was the moment Tracy had been waiting for. “You’re 
going to help me escape.” 



A matron came up to Tracy and announced, “You got a 
visitor, Whitney.” 

Tracy looked at her in surprise. “A visitor?” Who could it 
be? And suddenly she knew. Charles. He had come after ail. 
But he was too late. He had not been there when she had so 
desperately needed him. Well, I’ll never need him again. Or 
anyone else. 

Tracy followed the matron down the corridor to the visi- 
tors’ room. 

Tracy stepped inside. 

A total stranger was seated at a small wooden table. He was 
one of the most unattractive men Tracy had ever seen. He was 
short, with a bloated, androgynous body, a long, pinched-in 
nose, and a small, bitter mouth. He had a high, bulging fore- 
head and intense brown eyes, magnified by the thick lenses of 
his glasses. 

He did not rise. “My name is Daniel Cooper. The warden 
gave me permission to speak to you.” 

“About what?” Tracy asked suspiciously. — 

“I’m an investigator for I1PA — the Interna' isurance 
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Protection Association. One of our clients insured the Renoir 
that was stolen from Mr. Joseph Romano." 

Tracy drew a deep breath. "I can’t help you. I didn t steal 
it.’ 1 She started for the door. 

Cooper’s next words stopped her. “I know that.’’ 

Tracy turned and looked at him, wary, every sense alert 
"No one stole it. You were framed. Miss Whitney.” 
Slowly, Tracy sank into a chair. 

Daniel Cooper’s involvement with the case had begun three 
weeks earlier when he had been summoned to the office of his 
superior, J. J. Reynolds, at IIP A headquarters in Manhattan. 
“I've got an assignment for you, Dan,” Reynolds said. 
Daniel Cooper loathed being called Dan. 

“I'll make this brief.” Reynolds intended to make it brief 
because Cooper made him nervous. In truth. Cooper made 
everyone in the organization nervous. He was a strange man — 
weird, was how many described him. Daniel Cooper kept en- 
irely to himself. No one knew where he lived, whether he was 
named or had children. He socialized with no one, and never 
attended office parties or office meetings. He was a loner, and 
the only reason Reynolds tolerated him was because the man 
was a goddamned genius. He was a bulldog, with a computer 
for a brain. Daniel Cooper was single-handedly responsible for 
recovering more stolen merchandise, and exposing more in- 
surance frauds, than all the other investigators in the organi- 
zation put together. Reynolds just wished he knew what the 
hell Cooper was all about. Merely sitting across from the man 
with those fanatical brown eyes staring at him made him un- 
easy. 

Reynolds said, “One of our client companies insured a 
painting for half a million dollars and—” 

"The Renoir. New Orleans. Joe Romano. A woman named 
Tracy Whitney was convicted and sentenced to fifteen years. 
The painting hasn’t been recovered.” 

The son of a bitch! Reynolds thought. If it were anyone else, 
I’d think he was showing off. “That’s right,” Reynolds ac- 
knowledged grudgingly. “The Whitney woman has stashed that 
painting away somewhere, and we want it back. Go to it.” 



hooper turned and left the office without a word. Watching 
a leave, J. J. Reynolds thought, not for the first time, 
tneday I'm going to find out what makes that bastard tick . 
hooper walked through the office, where fifty employees 
xe working side by side, programming computers, typing 
sorts, answering telephones. It was bedlam. 

As Cooper passed a desk, a colleague said, “I hear you got 
i Romano assignment. Lucky you. New Orleans is—” 
Cooper walked by without replying. Why couldn’t they leave 
n alone? That was all he asked of anybody, but they were 
,vays pestering him with their nosy overtures. 

It had become a game in the office. They were determined 
break through his mysterious reserve and find out who he 
ally was. 

“What are you doing for dinner Friday night, Dan . . . ?” 
“If you’re not married, Sarah and 1 know a wonderful girl, 
an . . . ?” 

Couldn’t they see he did not need any of them — didn’t want 
ty of them? 

“ Come on, it's only for a drink. . . .” 

But Daniel Cooper knew what that could lead to. An inno- 
nt drink could lead to dinner, and a dinner could start 
iendships, and friendships could lead to confidences. Too 
ingerous. 


Daniel Cooper lived in mortal terror that one day someone 
ould learn about his past. Let the dead past bury its dead 
ras a lie. The dead never stayed buried. Every two or three 
ears one of the scandafsheets would dig up the old scandal, 
nd Daniel Cooper would disappear For several days. Those 
/ere the only times he ever got drunk. 


Daniel Cooper could have kept a psychiatrist busy full-time 
lad he been able to expose his emotions, but he could never 
iring himself to speak of the past to anyone. The one c^ece of 
)hysical evidence that he retained from that terrible dav lon 2 
>go was a faded, yellowed newspaper clipping, safely locked 
iway m his room, where no one could ever find it. F> looked 
U it rom tune to time as a punishment, cut ever-' word In the 
irticle was emblazoned on his mind ' 

He showered of b'alhed at least three lima a day, tat never 


74 IF TOMORROW COMES 

‘elt clean. He firmly believed in hell and hell’s fire, and he knew 
nis only salvation on earth was expiation. atojiernent. He had 
tried to join the New York police force, but when .fie'had failed 
the physical because he was four inches too short, he had be- 
come a private investigator. He thought of himself as a hunter, 
tracking down those who broke the law. He was the ven- 
geance of God, the instrument that brought down God’s wrath 
on the heads of wrongdoers. It was the only way he could |tone 
for the past, and prepare himself for eternity. 

He wondered if there was time to take a shower before he 
caught his plane. 

Daniel Cooper’s first stop was New Orleans. He spent five 
days in the city, and before he was through, he knew every- 
thing he needed to know about Joe Romano, Anthony Orsatti, 
Perry Pope, and Judge Henry Lawrence. Cooper read the 
transcripts of Tracy Whitney’s court hearing and sentencing. 
He interviewed Lieutenant Miller and learned about the sui- 
cide of Tracy Whitney’s mother. He talked to Otto Schmidt 
and found out how Whitney’s company had been stripped. 
During all these meetings, Daniel Cooper made not one note, 
yet he could have recited every conversation verbatim. He was 
S9 percent sure that Tracy Whitney was an innocent victim, 
but to Daniel Cooper, those were unacceptable odds. He flew 
to Philadelphia and talked to Clarence Desmond, vice-presi- 
dent of the bank where Tracy Whitney had worked. Charles 
Stanhope 111 had refused to meet with him. 

Now, as Cooper looked at the woman seated across from 
him, he was 100 percent convinced that she had had nothing 
to do with the theft of the painting. He was ready to write his 
report. 

“Romano framed you. Miss Whitney. Sooner or later, he 
would have put in a claim for the theft of that painting. You 
just happened to come along at the right moment to make it 
easy for him.” 

Tracy could feel her heartbeat accelerate. This man knew 
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she was innocent. He probably had ‘ ^ 

Joe Romano to clear her. He would 
the governor, and get her out of tins 
suddenly difficult to breathe. “Then you - as. 
Daniel Cooper was puzzled. “Help yau. 

“Yes. Get a pardon or — ” -> 

“No.” . „ . 

The word was like a slap. “Ao? Be: vr/. - .“.a. w.-» 

innocent — ” . - c 

How could people be so stupC? *‘liy assgnu.«an. e 

ished.” 

When he returned to his Letei rear:, ne — . 

did was to undress and step iara are saews*. cue sana 
himself from head to foot, I enure us ssainirra-coL i~— a ' 
over his body for almost half aa hour, -fasi au aau ar 
himself and dressed, he sat down sad. -.vrace ais a^erru 

to: J. J. Reynolds Fie Fc. hVT-dlil-- 12 

from: Daniel Cooper 

subject: Deux Fe~-~.es -ic hr Cue Juugz Iszzr—Cl 
on Canvas 

It is my conclusion that Tracy T/himey is it ru Toy barc-ve. 
in the theft of above paitrirg. I heifere mar ice denruux ama 
out the insurance policy with the hwsizaz sf faking a. sur 
glary, collecting the insuance. and rescuing ±e gaining :u a 
private party, and that by this j— ^ die guimrng ’tr mat am 
of the country. Since the ranting is nvetl .mown. I -vcald ex- 
pect it to turn up in Switnerinc. wiricn has a. roc d-hi”; cur- 
chase and protection hv. If a purchaser mvs he b eenm a v.rrr 
of art in good faith, the Swiss gcvemasiL remits: titt m ieec 
it, even though it is stdez. 

Recommer.da!:o.y Since there is nc acncreta anaaafiana- 
no s guilt, our cheat will have to pay huncS ca. therein"-’ Fur- 
ther, it would be use;ess to Icoc tc Trac* IV liner' Pt uihex' 
the recovery ct the painnng cr carnages. since me has neither 
knowledge of the painting ncr any assets that I have been 
to uncover. In addition, she will he incamenied In c-,,.*. 
em Louisiana Periersary rcr 7v omen for me sens dfr^~^T 
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Daniel Cooper stopped a moment to think about Tracy 
Whitney. He supposed other men would consider her beauti- 
ful. He wondered, without any real interest, what fifteen years 
in prison would do to her. It had nothing to do with him. 

Daniel Cooper signed the memo and debated whether he had 
time to take another shower. 



9 


Old Iron Pants had Tracy Whitney assigned to the laundry. 
Of the thirty-five work assignments available to prisoners, the 
laundry was the worst. The enormous, hot room was filled with 
rows of washing machines and ironing boards, and the loads 
of laundry that poured in were endless. Filling and emptying 
the washing machines and toting heavy baskets to the ironing 
section was a mindless, backbreaking job. 

Work began at 6:00 a.m., and prisoners were permitted one 
10-minute rest period every two hours. By the end of the nine- 
hour day, most of the women were ready to drop from ex- 
haustion. Tracy went about her work mechanically, speaking 
to no one, cocooned in her own thoughts. 

When Ernestine Littlechap heard about Tracy’s assign- 
ment, she remarked, “Old Iron Pants is out for your ass.” 

Tracy said, “She doesn’t bother me.” 

Ernestine Littlechap was puzzled. This was a different 
woman from the terrified young girl who had been brought into 
the prison three weeks earlier. Something had changed her, 
and Ernestine Littlechap was curious to know what it was. 

On Tracy’s eighth day working in the laundry, a guard came 


77 



7{j IF TOMORROW COMES 

up to her in the eariy afternoon. “I got a transfer here for you. 

You’re assigned to the kitchen.” The most coveted job in the 

prison. _ 

There were two standards of food in the peni tentiary : The 
prisoners ate hash, hot dogs, beans, or inedible casseroles, 
while the meals for the guards and prison officials were pre- 
pared by professional chefs. Their range of meals included 
steaks, fresh fish, chops, chicken, fresh vegetables and fruits, 
and tempting desserts. The convicts who worked in the kitchen 
had access to those meals, and they took full advantage of it. 

When Tracy reported to the kitchen, she was somehow not 
surprised to see Ernestine Littlechap there. 

Tracy approached her. “Thank you.” With difficulty, she 
forced a friendly note into her voice. 

Ernestine grunted and said nothing. 

“How did you get me past Old Iron Pants?” 

“She ain’t with us no mo’.” 

“What happened to her?” 

“We got a little system. If a guard is hard-ass and starts 
givin’ us too much of a bad time, we get rid of ’em.” 

“You mean the warden listens to — ?” 

“Shee-et. What’s the warden got to do with it?” 

“Then how can you — ?” 

“It’s easy. When the guard you want to get rid of is on duty, 
hassles begin to happen. Complaints start cornin’ in. A pris- 
oner reports that Old Iron Pants grabbed her pussy. The next 
day ’nother prisoner accuses her of brutality. Then someone 
complains she took somethin’ from her cell — say a radio — and 
sure enough, it turns up in Old Iron Pants’s room. Old Iron 
Pants is gone. The guards don’t run this prison, we do.” 

“What are you in here for?” Tracy asked. She had no in- 
terest in the answer. The important thing was to establish a 
friendly relationship with this woman. 

“Through no fault of Ernestine Littlechap, you’d better be- 
lieve it. I had a whole bunch of girls workin’ for me.” 

Tracy looked at her. “You mean as—?” She hesitated. 

Hookers?’ She laughed. “Haw. They worked as maids in 
big homes. I opened me a employment agency. I had at least 
twenty girls. Rich folks have a hell of a time findin' maids. I 
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id a lot of fancy advertisin’ in the best newspapers, and when 
iey called me I placed my girls with ’em. The girls would size * 
p the houses, and when their employers was at work or outta 
3 \vn, the girls would gather up ail the silver and jewelry and 
irs and whatever other goodies were around and skip.” Er- 
estine sighed. “If I told you how much fuckin’ tax-free money 
/e was pullin’ down, you wouldn’t believe me.” 

“How did you get caught?” 

“It was the fickle finger of fate, honey. One of my maids 
/as servin’ a luncheon at the mayor’s house, and one of the 
luests was a old lady the maid had worked for and cleaned 
tut. When the police used hoses on her, my girl began singin’, 
nd she sang the whole opera, and here’s poor ol Ernestine.” 

They were standing at a stove by themselves. “I can’t stay 
n this place,” Tracy whispered. “I’ve got to take care of 
omething on the outside. Will you help me escape? I — ” 

"Start slicin’ up them onions. We’re havin’ Irish stew to- 
light.” 

And she walked away. 

The prison grapevine was incredible. The prisoners knew 
iverything that was going to happen long before it occurred. 
Inmates known as garbage rats picked up discarded memos, 
:avesdropped on phone calls, and read the warden’s mad, and 
ill information was carefully digested and sent around to the 
nmates who were important. Ernestine Littlechap was at the 
lead of the list. Tracy was aware of how the guards and pris- 
oners deferred to Ernestine. Since the other inmates had de- 
cided that Ernestine had become Tracy’s protector, she was 
eft strictly alone. Tracy waited warily for Ernestine to make 
idvances toward her, but the big black kept her distance. Why? 
fracy wondered. 


Rule number 7 in the otncial ten-page pamphlet issued to 
new prisoners read, “Any form of sex is strictly forbidden. 
There will be no more than four inmate to 5 cei 7 Not pcr- 
than one prisoner shall be permitted to ce cn a book a:‘cne 

The reality was so startlingly different that toe rrricr.ert 
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ferred to the pamphlet as the prison joke book. As the weeks 
went by, Tracy watched new prisoners— fish— enter the prison 
every day, and the pattern was always the same. First of- 
fenders who were sexually normal never had a chance. They 
came in timid and frightened, and the bull-dykes were there, 
waiting. The drama was enacted in planned stages. In a terri- 
fying and hostile world, the bull-dyke was friendly and sym- 
pathetic She would invite her victim to the recreation hall, 
where they would watch television together, and when the bull- 
dyke held her hand, the new prisoner would allow it, afraid of 
offending her only friend. The new prisoner quickly noticed 
that the other inmates left her alone, and as her dependence 
on the bull-dyke grew, so did the intimacies, until finally, she 
was willing to do anything to hold onto her only friend. 

Those who refused to give in were raped. Ninety percent of 
the women who entered the prison were forced into homosex- 
ual activity— willingly or unwillingly — within the first thirty 
days. Tracy was horrified. 

“How can the authorities allow it to happen?” she asked 
Ernestine. 

“It’s the system,” Ernestine explained, “and it’s the same 
in every prison, baby. There ain’t no way you can separate 
twelve hundred women from their men and expect them not 
to fuck somebody. We don’t just rape for sex. We rape for 
power, to show ’em right off who’s boss. The new fish who 
come in here are targets for everybody who wants to gang- 
fuck ’em. The only protection they got is to become the wife 
of a bull-dyke. That way, nobody’ll mess with ’em." 

Tracy had reason to know she was listening to an expert. 

“It ain’t only the inmates,” Ernestine went on. “The guards 
are jest as bad. Some fresh meat comes in and she’s on H. 
She’s strung out and needs a fix real bad. She’s sweatin’ and 
shakin herself to pieces. Welt, the matron can get heroin for 
her, but the matron wants a little favor in exchange, see? So 
the fish goes down on the matron and she gets her fix. The 
male guards are even worse. They got keys to these cells, and 
all they have to do is walk in at night and he’p themselves to 
free pussy. They might get you pregnant, but they can do a 
lot of favors. You want a candy bar or a visit from your boy- 
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friend, you give the guard a piece of ass. it’s called barterin’, 
and it goes on in every prison system in the country.” 

•it’s horrible!” 

“It’s survival.” The overhead cell light shone on Ernes- 
tine’s bald head. “You know why they don’t allow no chewin’ 
gum in this place?” 

“No.” 

“Because the girls use it to jam up the locks on the doors 
so they don’t close all the way, and at night they slip out and 
visit one another. We follow the rules we want to follow. The 
girls who make it out of here may be dumb, but they’re smart 
dumb.” 

Love affairs within the prison walls flourished, and the pro- 
tocol between lovers was even more strictly enforced than on 
the outside. In an unnatural world, the artificial roles of studs 
and wives were created and played out. The studs assumed a 
man’s role in a world where there were no men. They changed 
their names. Ernestine was called Ernie; Tessie was Tex; Bar- 
bara became Bob; Katherine was Kelly. The stud cut her hair 
short or shaved her head, and she did no chores. The Mary 
Femme, the wife, was expected to do the cleaning, mending, 
and ironing for her stud. Lola and Paulita competed fiercely 
for Ernestine’s attentions, each fighting to outdo the other. 

The jealousy was fierce and frequently led to violence, and 
if the wife was caught looking at another stud or talking to one 
in the prison yard, tempers would flare. Love letters were 
constantly flying around the prison, delivered by the garbage 
rats. 

The letters were folded into small triangular shapes, known 
as kites, so they could easily be hidden in a bra or a shoe. 
Tracy saw kites being passed among women as they brushed 
by one another entering the dining hall or on their way to 
work. 

Time after time, Tracy watched inmates fall in love with their 
guards. It was a love bom of despair and helplessness and 
submissiveness. The prisoners were dependent on the guards 
for everything: their food, their well-being, and sometimes, their 
lives. Tracy allowed herself to feel no emotion for anyone. 
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/Sex went on day and night. It occurred in the shower room, 
in toilets, in cells, and at night there was oral sex through the 
bars. The Mary Femmes who belonged to guards were let out 
of their cells at night to go to the guards’ quarters. 

After lights out, Tracy would lie in her bunk and put her 
hands over her ears to shut out the sounds. 

One night Ernestine pulled out a box of Rice Krispies from 
under her bunk and began scattering them in the corridor out- 
side the cell. Tracy could hear inmates from other cells doing 
the same thing. 

“What’s going on?’’ Tracy asked. 

Ernestine turned to her and said harshly, “Non’a your busi- 
ness. Jest stay in your bunk. Jest stay in your fuckin’ bunk.” 

A few minutes later there was a terrified scream from a 
nearby cell, where a new prisoner had just arrived. “Oh, God, 
no. Don’t! Please leave me alone!" 

Tracy knew then what was happening, and she was sick in- 
side. The screams went on and on, until they finally dimin- 
ished into helpless, racking sobs. Tracy squeezed her eyes 
tightly shut, filled with burning rage. How could women do 
this to one another? She had thought that prison had hardened 
her, but when she awoke in the morning, her face was stained 
with dried tears. 

She was determined not to show her feelings to Ernestine. 
Tracy asked casually, “What were the Rice Krispies for?" 

“That’s our early warnin’ system. If the guards try sneakin’ 
up on us, we kin hear ’em cornin’.” 

Tracy soon learned why inmates referred to a term in the 
penitentiary as “going to college.” Prison was an educational 
experience, but what the prisoners learned was unorthodox. 

The prison was filled with experts in every conceivable type 
of crime. They exchanged methods of grifting, shoplifting, and 
rolling drunks. They brought one another up to date on badger 
games and exchanged information on snitches and undercover 
cops. 

In the recreation yard one morning, Tracy listened to an older 
inmate give a seminar on pickpocketing to a fascinated young 
group. 
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Time went neither slowly nor quickly. It u/as simply time, 
rracy though of St. Augustine’s aphorism:. What is time. If 
no one asks me, 1 know. But if I have to explain it, I do not 


know.” , 

The routine of the prison never varied: < 


4:40 a.m. 

Warning bell 

4:45 a.M. 

Rise and dress 

5:00 a.m. 

Breakfast 

5:30 a.m. 

Return to cell 

5:55 a.m. 

Warning bell 

6:00 a.m. 

Work detail lineup 

10:00 a.m. 

Exercise yard 

10:30 a.m. 

Lunch 

11:00a.M. 

Work detail lineup 

3:30 P.M. 

Supper 

4:00 P.M. 

Return to cell 

5:00 P.M. 

Recreation room 

6:00 P.M. 

Return to cell 

8:45 P.M. 

Warning bell 

9:00 P.M. 

Lights out 


\ The rules were inflexible. All inmates had to go to meals, 
nd no talking was permitted in the lines. No more than five 
osmetic items could be kept in the small cell lockers. Beds 
had to be made prior to breakfast and kept neat during the day. 

The penitentiary had a music all its own: the clanging bells, 
shuffle of feet on cement, slamming iron doors, day whispers 
and night screams ... the hoarse crackle of the guards’ walk- 
ie-talkies, the clash of trays at mealtime. And always there 
was the barbed wire and the high walls and the loneliness and 
isolation and the pervading aura of hate. 

Tracy became a model prisoner. Her body responded au- 
tomatically to the sounds of prison routine: the bar sliding 
across her cell at count time and sliding back at wake-up time; 
the bell for reporting to work and the buzzer when work was 
finished. 

Tracy’s body was a prisoner in this place, but her mind was 
free to plan her escape. 
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“What you need is a real good lickin’. You know what I 
mean? An’ I’m gonna give it to you You’re gonna be all mine, 

alskade , . ' 

A familiar voice behind Tracy rasped, “Get your fuckin 
hands off her, you asshole.” 

Ernestine Littlechap stood there, big fists clenched, eyes 
blazing, the sun reflecting off her shiny shaved skull. 

“You ain’t man enough for her, Ernie.” 

“I’m man enough for you," the black woman exploded 
“You bother her again, and I’ll have your ass for breakfast. 
Fried" 

The air was suddenly, charged with electricity. The two_am-_ 
azons were eyeing each other with naked hatred. They’re ready 
to kill each biher~bver me7 Tracy thdiightTAnd then she real- 
ized it had very little to do with her. She remembered some- 
thing Ernestine had told her: “In this place, you have to fight, 
fuck, or. hit the fence. You gotta hold your mud, or you’re 
dead.” 

. It was Big Bertha who backed down. She gave Ernestine a 
contemptuous look. “I ain’t in no hurry.” She leered at Tracy: 
“You’re' - gonna be here a long time, baby. So am I. I’ll be seein’ 
you.” 

. She turned and walked away. 

Ernestine watched her go. “She’s a bad mother. ’Membei 
that nurse in Chicago who killed off all them patients? Stuck 
’em full of cyanide and stayed there an’ watched ’em die? Well, 
that angel of mercy is the one who got the hots for you, Whit- 
ney. Shee-eti You need a fuckin’ keeper. She ain't gonna let 
up on you.” 

“Will you help me escape?” 

A bell rang. 

“It’s chow time,” Ernestine Littlechap said. 

That night, lying in her bunk, Tracy thought about Ernes- 
tine. 

Even though she had never tried to touch Tracy again, Tracy 
still did not trust her. She could never forget what Ernestine 
and her other cell mates had done to her. But she needed the 
black woman. 



88 IF TOMORROW. COMES 

“But not me. Why?” 

“You complainin’?” 

“No. I’m curious.” 

Ernestine thought about it for a moment. “Okay. You got 
somethin’ l want.” She saw the look on Tracy’s face. “No, 
not that. I get alia. that I want, baby. You got class. I mean, 
real, honest-taTGod. class. Like those cqoUadies you.seeJn 
Vogue. -and Town and Country , alt dressed up and servin’ tea 
from silver pots. That’s where you belong. This ain’t your 
world. I don’t know how you got mixed up with ail that rat 
shit on the outside, but my guess is you got suckered-by 
somebody." She looked at Tracy and said, almost shyly, “1 
ain’t come across many decent things in my life. You’re one 
of ’em.” She turned away so that her next words were almost 
inaudible. “And I’m sorry about your kid. 1 really am. . . .” 

That night, after lights out, Tracy whispered in the dark, 
“Ernie, I’ve go to escape. Help me. Please.” 

“I’m tryin’ to sleep, for Christ’s sake! Shut up now, hear?” 

Ernestine initiated Tracy into the arcane language of the 
prison. Groups of women in the yard were talking: “TJ)j.sj}Ulk 
dyker dropped Jthebglt on the gray broad, and from then on 
you had to feed her with a long-handled spoon. ...” 

“She was short, but they caught her in a snowstorm, and a 
stoned cop turned her over to the butcher. That ended her 
getup. Good-bye, Ruby-do. ..." 

To Tracy, it was like listening to a group of Martians. “What 
are they talking about?” she asked. 

Ernestine roared with laughter. “Don’t you speak no En- 
glish, girl? When the lesbian ‘dropped the belt,’ it meant she 
switched from beirC. the guy to beitC'.'CMary' Femme. She got 
involved with a ‘gray broad'— that's ajfonky' jjkejtQji. She 
couldn’t be trusted, so that meant you stayed away from her. 
She was ‘short,’ meanin’ she was near the end of her prison 
sentence, but she got caught takin’ heroin by a stoned cop— 
that’s someone who lives by the rules and can’t be bought — 
and they sent her to the ‘butcher,’ the prison doctor.” 

“What’s a ‘Ruby-do’ and a ‘getup’?” 



“You’re going to lose your governess tomorrow,” Warden 
Brannigan announced to his wife. 

Sue Ellen Brannigan looked up in surprise. “Why? Judy’s 
very good with Amy.” 

“I know, but her sentence is up. She’s being released in the 
morning.” 

They were having breakfast in the comfortable cottage that 
was one of the perquisites of Warden Brannigan’s job. Other 
benefits included a cook',' a maid, a chauffeur, and a governess 
for their daughter, Amy, who was almost five. All the ser- 
vants were trusties. When Sue Ellen Brannigan had arrived 
there five years earlier, she had been nervous about living on 
the grounds of the penitentiary, and even more app rehe nsive 
about having a house fulPof servants who were all convicted 
criminals. 

“How do you know they won’t rob us and cut our throats 
in the middle of the night?” she had demanded. 

“If they do," Warden Brannigan had promised, “I’ll put 
them on report.” 

He had persuaded his wife, without convincing her, but Sue 
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nestine Littlechap and Tracy were seated there, drinking cof- 
fee during their ten-minute break. 

“X think it’s about time you tol’ me what your big hurry is 
to bust outta here,” Ernestine suggested. ■ 

Tracy hesitated. Could she trust Ernestine? She had no 
choice. “There — there are some people who did things to my 
family and me. I’ve got to get out to pay them back.” 

“Yeah? What’d they do?" 

Tracy’s words came out slowly, each one a drop of pain. 
“They killed my mother.” 

“Who’s they?" 

“I don’t think the names would mean anything to you. Joe 
Romano, Perry Pope, a judge named Henry Lawrence,, An- 
thony Orsatti — ” 

Ernestine was staring at her with her mouth open. “Jesus 
H. Christ'. You puttin’ me on, girl?” 

Tracy was surprised. “You’ve heard of them?” 

“ Heard of ’em! Who hasn’t heard of ’em? Nothin’ goes down 
in New Or-fuckm’ -leans unless Orsatti or Romano says so. You 
can’t mess with them. They’ll blow you away like i smoke.” 

... . Tracy said tunelessly, “They’ve already blown me away.” 
Ernestine looked around to make sure they could not be ov- 
■ . . “You’re either crazy or you’re the dumbest broad I’ve 

ever met. Talk about the untouchables!" She shook her head. 
‘‘Forget about ’em. Fast!” 

“No. I can’t. I have to break out of here. Can it be done?” 
•: i, Ernestine was silent for a long time. When she finally spoke, 
•*, ; ,; she said, “We’ll talk in the yard.” 

j W* They were in the yard, off in a comer by themselves. 

; i “There’ve been jwelve bust-puts from this joint,” Ernes- 
; : ’.tine said. "Two of the prisoners were shot and killed. The other 

J -.ten were caught and brought back.” Tracy made no com- 

,i ment. “The tower’s manned twenty-four hours by guards with 
machine guns, and they’re mean sons of bitches. If anyone es- 
capes, it costs the guards their jobs, so they’d just as soon kill 
you as look at you. There’s barbed wire all around the prison, 
and if you get through that and past the machine guns, they 
- got hound dogs that can track a mosquito’s fart. There’s a Na 
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You’ll get the run of the prison. That might make bustin’ out 

a little easier.” 

“How do I do it?” Tracy asked. 

“You got three choices, but they’re all risky. The first way 
is a sneak-out. You use chewin’ gum one night to jam the locks 
on your ceil door and the corridor doors. You sneak outside 
to the yard, throw a blanket over the barbedjyjce, and you’re 
off and runnin’.’’ • 

With dogs and helicopters after her. Tracy could feel the 
bullets from the guns of the guards tearing into her. She shud- 
dered. “What are the other ways?” 

“The second way’s a breakout. That’s where you use a gun 
and take a hostage with you. If they catch you, they’ll give 
you a deuce with a nickel-taih" She saw Tracy’s puzzled 
expression. “That’s another two to five years on your sen- 
tence.” 

“And the third way?” 

“A walkaway. That’s for trusties who are out on a work de- 
tail. Once you’re out in the open, girl, you jest keep movin’.” 

Tracy thought about that. Without money and a car and a 
place to hide out, she would have no chance. “They’d find 
i ut I was gone at the next head count and come looking 
me.” 

Ernestine sighed. “There ain’t no perfect escape plan, girl. 
That’s why no one’s ever made it outta this place.” 

1 will, Tracy vowed. / will. 

The morning Tracy was taken to Warden Brannigan’s home 
marked her fifth month as a prisoner. She was nervous about 
meeting the warden’s wife and child, for she wanted this job 
desperately. It was going to be her key to freedom. 

Tracy walked into the large, pleasant kitchen and sat down. 
She could feel the perspiration bead and roll down from her 
underarms. A woman clad in a muted rose-colored housecoat 
appeared in the doorway. 

She said, “Good morning.” 

"Good morning.” 

The woman started to sit, changed her mind, and stood. Sue 
Ellen Brannigan was a pleasant-faced blonde in her middle 
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thirties, with a vague, distracted manner. She was thin and 
hyper, never quite sure how to treat the convict servants. 
Should she thank them for doing their jobs, or just give them 
orders? Should she be friendly, or treat them like prisoners? 
Sue Ellen still had not gotten used to the idea of living in the 
midst of drug addicts and thieves and killers. 

“I’m Mrs. Brannigan,” she rattled on. “Amy is almost five 
years old, and you know how active they are at that age. I’m 
afraid she has to be watched all the time.” She glanced at 
Tracy’s left hand. There was no wedding ring there, but these 
days, of course, that meant nothing. Particularly with the lower 
classes. Sue Ellen thought. She paused and asked delicately, 
“Do you have children?” 

Tracy thought of her unborn baby. “No.” 

“I see." Sue Ellen was confused by this young woman. She 
was not at all what she had expected. There was something 
almost elegant about her. “I’ll bring Amy in.” She hurried out 
of the room. 

Tracy looked around. It was a fairly large cottage, neat and 
attractively furnished. It seemed to Tracy that it had been years 
since she had been in anyone’s home. That was all part of the 
other world, the world outside. 

Sue Ellen came back into the room holding the hand of a 
young girl. “Amy, this is — ” Did one call a prisoner by her 
first or last name? She compromised. “This is Tracy Whit- 
ney.” 

“Hi,” Amy said. She had her mother’s thinness and deep- 
set, intelligent hazel eyes. She was not a pretty child, but there 
was an open friendliness about her that was touching. 

I won't let her touch me. 

“Are you going to be my new nanny?” 

“Well, I’m going to help your mother look after you." 

“Judy went out on parole, did you know that? Are you going 
out on parole, too?” 

No, Tracy thought. She said, "I'm going to be here for a 
long while, Amy.” 

“That’s good," Sue Ellen said brightly. She colored in em- 
barrassment and bit her lip. "1 mean — ” She whirled around 
the kitchen and started explaining Tracy’s duties to her. "You’ll 
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have your meals with Amy. You can prepare breakfast for her 
and play with her in the morning. The cook will make lunch 
here. After lunch, Amy has a nap, and in the afternoon she 
likes walking around the grounds of the farm. I think it’s so 
good for a child to see growing things, don’t you?” 

“Yes.” 

The farm was on the other side of the main prison, and the 
twenty acres, planted with vegetables and fruit trees, were 
tended by trusties. There was a large artificial lake used for 
irrigation, surrounded by a stone wall that rose above it. 

The next five days were almost like a new life for Tracy. 
Under different circumstances, she would have enjoyed get- 
ting away from the bleak prison walls, free to walk around the 
farm and breathe the fresh country air, but all she could think 
about was escaping. When she was not on duty with Amy, 
she was required to report back to the prison. Each night Tracy 
was locked in her cell, but in the daytime she had the illusion 
of freedom. After breakfast in the prison kitchen, she walked 
over to the warden’s cottage and made breakfast for Amy. 
Tracy had learned a good deal about cooking from Charles, 

' and she was tempted by the varieties of foodstuffs on the war- 
den's shelves, but Amy preferred a simple breakfast of oat- 
, meal or cereal with fruit. Afterward, Tracy would play games 
with the little girl or read to her. Without thinking. Tracy be- 
gan teaching Amy the games her mother had played with her 

Amy loved puppets. Tracy tried to copy Shari Lewis’s Lamb 
Chop for her from one of the warden’s old socks, but if turned 
out looking like a cross between a fox and a duck. “I think 
it’s beautiful,” Amy said loyally. 

Tracy made the puppet speak with different accents: French, 
Italian, German, and the one Amy adored the most, Paulita’s 
Mexican lilt. Tracy would watch the pleasure on the child’s 
face and think, I won't become involved. She’s Just my means 
of getting out of this place. 

After Amy’s afternoon nap, the two of them would take long 
walks, and Tracy saw to it that they covered areas of the prison 
grounds she had not seen before. She carefully observed every 
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!xit and entrance and how the guard towers were manned and 
io(ed when the shifts changed. It became obvious to her that 
lone of the escape plans she had discussed with Ernestine 

would work. , L ... . f 

“Has anyone ever tried to escape by hiding in one ot tne 

service trucks that deliver things to the prison? I’ve seen milk 

trucks and food — " . , . 

“Forget it,” Ernestine said flatly. “Every vehicle comm m 

and goin’ out of the gate is searched.” 

At breakfast one morning, Amy said, “1 love you, Tracy. 
Will you be my mother?” 

The words sent a jgang. through Tracy. “One mother is 
enough. You don’t need two.” 

“Yes, I do. My friend Sally Ann’s father got married again, 
and Sally Ann has two mothers." 

“You’re not Sally Ann,” Tracy said curtly. “Finish your 
breakfast.” 

Amy was looking at her with hurt eyes- "V~ rxt hungry 
anymore.” 

“All right. I’ll read to you, then." 

. As Tracy started to read, she fell Amy's zcfz little hams in 
hers. 

“Can l sit on your lap?” 

“No.” Get your affection from your cvx family.. Tracy 
thought. You don’t belong to me. Ncc/ungt ieionoz • u . ??<?:- 


r.ev 


The easy days away from the routine a! the irxm 
how made the nights worse. Tracy icai.'.el teonurv? r 
hated being caged in like an animal. She was x'l - 

used to the screams that came from r.ea.m; A 
ing darkness. She would grit her teeth u.vh -’er 

One night at a time, she promised herself. / 'can, land ox 
night at a tune. ■ 

She slept little, for her mind was busy planning Sten nm 
was to escape. Step two was to deal with Joe Romano Perr 
Pope, Judse Henry Lawrence, and Anthony Oraatti. Step thS 
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was Charles. But that was too painful even to think about yet. 
I'll handle that when the time comes, she told herself. 

It was becoming impossible to stay out of the way of Big 
Bertha. Tracy was sure the huge Svyede was haying her spied 
upon. If Tracy went to the recreation room. Big Bertha would 
show up a few minutes later, and when Tracy went out to the 
yard. Big Bertha would appear shortly afterward. 

One day Big Bertha walked up to Tracy and said, “You’re 
looking beautiful today, littbarn. I can't wait for us to get to- 
gether." 

“Stay away from me,” Tracy warned. 

The amazon grinned. “Or what? Y our black bitch is gettin’ 
out. I’m arrangin’ to have you transferred to my cell." 

’ Tracy stared at her. 

Big Bertha nodded. “I can do it, honey. Believe it." 

Tracy knew then her time was running out. She had to es- 
cape before Ernestine was released. 

Amy’s favorite walk was through the meadow, rainbowed 
with colorful wildflowers. The huge artificial lake was nearby, 
surrounded by a low concrete wall with a long drop to the deep 
water. 

“Let’s go swimming,” Amy pleaded. "Please, let’s, Tracy?" 
“It’s not for swimming," Tracy said. “They use the water 
for irrigation." The sight of the cold, forbidding-looking lake 
made her shiver. 

Her father was carrying her into the ocean on his shoulders, 
and when she cried out, her father said. Don't be a baby, Tracy, 
und he dropped her into the cold water, and when the water 
closed over her head she panicked and began to choke. . . . 

C/ Wf ien the news came, it was a shock, even though Tracy 
'. had expected it. 

“I’m gettin’ outta here a week from Sattiday,” Ernestine 
'said. 

' ' ' The words sent a cold chill through Tracy. She had not told 
Ernestine about her conversation with Big Bertha. Ernestine 
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e here to help her. Big Bertha probably had enough 
have Tracy transferred to her cell. The only way 
l avoid it would be to talk to the warden, and she 
she did that, she was as good as dead. Every con- 
irison would turn on her. You gotta fight, fuck, or 
?. Well, she was going to hit the fence. 

Ernestine went over the escape possibilities again. 
:m was satisfactory. 

't got no car, and you ain’t got no one on the out- 
> you. You’re gonna get caught, sure as hell, and 
be worse off. You’d be better doin’ cool time and 
t your gig.” 

y knew there would be no cccl time. Not with Big 
r her. The thought of what the giant cull-dyke had 
her made her physically ili. 


iturday morning, seven days before Ernestine’s re- 
Ellen Brannigan had taken Amy into New Orleans 
kend, and Tracy was at work in the prison kitchen, 
the nursemaid job goin’?” Ernestine asked. 

it.” 


that little girl. She seems real sweet.” 

>kay.” Her tone was Indifferent- 

e be glad to get cum*, a es. HI tal yoLcne thing, I 

* cornin' cacic at ntta: junta. ftf hiere’ a any titihf ad. or 

for yea ce toe undue — 

tg through," 7 a mule voce ouied 

uraed. A. laaacrjmnsi warn pumiiug 

p with scued nnmarma and 'iueun. Tra-r. vnuked. 

as he headed far the ed r. 

I was say in' was if me and Al can. it armcim *•*- 
i know — send you thinss cr— ” 

h what’s a laundry truck debts hsre> ^ --- 

sundry.” 

that s for the guards,” Ernestine lauahsm -- - 
then uaconna to the prison lamdrk tut 4“?^ 

rtaged to get ripped off, sleeves u '"" 

ere sewn inside, shirts were 
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*5SS?*~*****; ‘“j^*.*.-*** 

tioju longer listening- 

-' Tracy was no ioub 

to escape- 



"George, I don’t think we should keep Tracy on." 

Warden Brannigan looked up from his newspaper. “What? 
What’s the problem?” 

"I’m not sure, exactly. I have the feeling that Tracy doesn’t 
like Amy. Maybe she just doesn’t like children.” 

"She hasn’t been mean to Amy, has she? Hit her, yelled at 
her?” 

"No ...” 

“What, then?" 

“Yesterday Amy ran over and put her arms around Tracy, 
and Tracy pushed her away. It bothered me because Amy’s 
so crazy about her. To tell you the truth, 1 might be a little 
jealous. Could that be it?” 

Warden Brannigan laughed. “That could explain a lot. Sue 
Ellen. I think Tracy Whitney is just right for the job, Now, if 
she gives you any real problems, let me know, and I’ll do 
something about it.” 

"All right, dear.” Sue Ellen was still not satisfied. She picked 
up her needlepoinLand began stabbin g at it . The subject was 
not closed yet. 
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“Why can’t it work?” 

“I tol’ you, girl. The guards search every truck going through j 

the gate.” , , * 

“But a truck carrying a basket of laundry — they re not going i 
to dump out the laundry to check it.” 

“They don’ have to. The basket is taken to the utility room, j 
where a guard watches it bein’ filled.” _ j 

Tracy stood there thinking. “Ernie . . . could someone dis- j 
tract that guard for five minutes?” 

“What the hell good would—?” She broke off, a slow grin , 
lighting her face. “While someone pump.s him full of , sun- j 

shine, .you get into the bottom of the hamper and get covered | 
up with laundry!” She nodded. “You know, 1 think the damned : 
thing might work.” j 

“Then you’ll help me?” j 

Ernestine was thoughtful for a moment. Then she said softly, 
“Yeah. I’ll he’p you. It’s my last chance to give Big Bertha a j 
kick in the ass.” j 

The prison grapevine buzzed with the news of Tracy Whit- j 
ney’s impending escape. A breakout was an event that a f- ' 

fected all prisoners. The inmates lived vicariously through each 
attempt, wishing they had the courage to try it themselves. But 
there were the guards and the dogs and the helicopters, and, 
in the end, the bodies of the prisoners who had been brought 
back. 

With Ernestine’s help, the escape plan moved ahead swiftly. 
Ernestine took Tracy’s measurements, Lola boosted the ma- 
teria! for a dress from the millinery shop, and Paulita had a 
seamstress in another cell block make it. A pair of prison shoes 
was stolen from the wardrobe department and dyed to match 
the dress. A hat, gloves, and purse appeared, as if by magic 
t ' “Now we gotta get you some ID,” Ernestine informed Tracy 
“You’ll need a couple a credit cards and a driver’s li- 
cense." 

' “How can I—?” 

Ernestine grinned. “You jest leave it to old Ernie Little- 
chap.” 




The following evening Ernestine handed Tracy three major 
redit cards in the name of Jane Smith. 

**Ncxt» you need & driver s license* 


Sometime after midnight Tracy heard the door of her cell 
>eing opened. Someone had sneaked into the cell. Tracy sat 
ip in her bunk, instantly on guard. 

A voice whispered, “Whitney? Let's go.” 

Tracy recognized the voice of Lillian, a trusty. “What do 
/ou want?” Tracy asked. 

Ernestine’s voice shot out of the darkness. “What kind of 
idiot child did your mother raise? Shut up and don’t ask ques- 
tions.” 

Lillian said softly, “We got to do this fast. If ive get caught, 
they’ll have my ass. Come on.” 

“Where are we going?” Tracy asked, as she followed Lil- 
lian down the dark corridor to a stairway. They went up to 
the landing above and, after making sure there were no guards 
about, hurried down a hallway until they came to the room 
where Tracy had been fingerprinted and photographed. Lillian 
pushed the door open. “In here,” she whispered. 

Tracy followed her into the room. Another inmate was 
waiting inside. 

“Step up against the wall.” She sounded nervous. 

Tracy moved against the wall, her stomach in knots. 

“Look into the camera. Come on. Try and look relaxed.” 

. Very funny, Tracy thought. She had never been so nervous 
in her life. The camera clicked. 


“The picture will be delivered in the morning,” the inmate 
said. "It’s for your driver’s license. Now get out of here— fast” 
Tracy and Lillian retraced their steps. On the wav, Lillian 
said, I hear you re changin’ cells.” 

Tracy froze. ”What?” 


“Didn't you know? You’re 


movin’ in with Big Bertha.” 


Ernestine, Lola, and Paulita were wa&s rn s. 

she returned. “How'd it go?” - li ~ J 


{ IF TOMORROW COMES 

“Fine." 

Didn’t you know? You're movin' in with Big Bertha. 

“The dress’ll be ready for you Sattiday,” Paulita said. 

The day of Ernestine’s release. That’s my deadline, Tracy 
ought. 

Ernestine whispered, “Everythin’ is cool. The laundry pickup 
ittiday is two o’clock. You gotta be in the utility room by 
le-thirty. You don’ have to worry about the guard. Lola will 
; ep him busy next door. Paulita will be in the utility room 
aitin’ for you. She’ll have your clothes. Your ID will be in 
aur purse. You’ll be drivin’ out the prison gates by two-fif- 
:en.” 

Tracy found it difficult to breathe. Just talking about the es- 
ape made her tremble. Nobody gives a shit if they bring you 
ack dead or alive. . . . They figure dead is better. 

In a few days she would be making her break for freedom. 
She had no illusions: The odds were against her. They would 
iventually find her and bring her back. But there was some- 
hing she had sworn to take care of first. 

The prison grapevine knew all about the contest that had 
been fought between Ernestine Littlechap and Big Bertha over 
Tracy. Now that the word was out that Tracy was being 
transferred to Big Bertha’s cell, it was no accident that no one 
had mentioned anything to Big Bertha about Tracy’s escape 
plan: Big Bertha did not like to hear bad news. She was often 
apt to confuse the news with the bearer and treat that person 
accordingly. Big Bertha did not learn about Tracy’s plan until 
the morning the escape was to take place, and it was revealed 
to her by the trusty who had taken Tracy’s picture. 

Big Bertha took the news in ominous silence. Her body 
seemed to grow bigger as she listened. ' 

“What time?” was all she asked. 

This afternoon at two o'clock, Bert. They’re gonna hide 
her in the bottom of a laundry hamper in the utility room.” 

Big Bertha thought about it for a long time. Then she wad- 
dled over to a matron and said, “I gotta see Warden Branni- 
gan right away.” 
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about to happen, and she was the heroine of the drama. In a I 
few hours she would be free. Or dead. 

She rose from her unfinished breakfast and headed for War- 
den Brannigan's house. As Tracy waited for a guard to unlock 
the corridor door, she came face-to-face with Big Bertha. The 
huge Swede was grinning at her. 

She’s going to be in for a big surprise, Tracy thought. 

She’s all mine now, Big Bertha thought. 

The morning passed so slowly that Tracy felt she would go 
out of her mind. The minutes seemed to drag on interminably. 

She read to Amy and had no idea what she was reading. She 
was aware of Mrs. Brannigan watching from the window. 

“Tracy, let’s play hide-and-seek.” 

Tracy whs too nervous to play games, but she dared not do 
anything to arouse Mrs. Brannigan’s suspicions. She forced a 
smile. “Sure. Why don't you hide first, Amy?" 

They were in the front yard of the bungalow. In the far dis- 
tance Tracy could see the building where the utility room was 
located. She had to be there at exactly 1:30. She would change 
into the street clothes that had been made for her, and by 1 :45 
\ she would be lying in the bottom of the large clothes hamper, 
covered over with uniforms and linens. At 2:00 the laundry- 
. man would come by for the hamper and wheel it out to his 
truck. By 2:15 the truck would drive through the gates on its 
way to the nearby town where the laundry plant was located. 

The driver can’t see in the back of the truck from the front 
seat. When the truck gets to town and stops for a red light, 
just open the door, step out, real cool, and catch a bus to 
wherever you're goin’. 

“Can you see me?” Amy called. She was half-hidden be- 
hind the trunk of a magnolia tree. She held her hand over her 
mouth to stifle a giggle. 

I II miss her, Tracy thought. When I leave here, the two 
people 1 II miss will be a black, bald-headed bull-dyke and a 
young girl. She wondered what Charles Stanhope III would 
have made of that. 

"I’m coming to find you,” Tracy said. 

* * * 
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?r that Tracy was acting strangely . All morning she had 
looking at her watch, as though expecting someone, and 
nind was obviously not on Amy. 
must speak to George about it when he comes home 
unch, Sue Ellen decided. I’m going to insist that he re - 
e her. 


the yard, Tracy and Amy played hopscotch for a while, 
jacks, and Tracy read to Amy, and finally, blessedly, it 
twelve-thirty, time for Amy’s lunch. Time for Tracy to 
e her move. She took Amy into the cottage. 

I’ll be leaving now, Mrs. Brannigan.” 

What? Oh. Didn’t anyone tell you, Tracy? We’re having a 
:gation of VIP visitors today. They’ll be having lunch here 
le house, so Amy won’t be having her nap. You may take 
with you.” 

racy stood there, willing herself not to scream. “I — I can’t 
[hat, Mrs. Brannigan.” 

ue Ellen Brannigan stiffened. “What do you mean you can’t 
that?” " " 

'racy saw the anger in her face and she thought, I mustn’t 
el her. She'll call the warden, and I’ll be sent back to my 


[racy forced a smile. “I mean . . . Amy hasn’t had her 
ch. She’ll be hungry.” 

‘I’ve had the cook prepare a picnic lunch for both of you. 
iu can go for a nice walk in the meadow and have it there, 
ny enjoys picnics, don’t you, darling?” 

“I love picnics.” She looked at Tracy pleadingly, “Can we 
acy? Can we?" ’ 


No! Yes. Careful. It could still work. 

Be in the utility room by one-thirty. Don’t be lat * 

Tracy looked at Mrs. Brannigan. “What— whai brre do von 
ant me to bring Amy back?” ' CU 

“Oh, about three o’clock. They should be -ere by « 
So would the truck. The world was tuir-b- 

"Are you all right? You look pale.” -~~ 

That was it. She would sav sh- n 

J — 1 -lie 
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then they would want to check her over and keep her there. 

. would never be able to get out in time. There had to be 
te other way. 

4rs. Brannigan was staring at her. 

Tm fine." . 

'here’s something wrong with her, Sue Ellen Brannigan de- 
ed. I’m definitely going to have George get someone else. 
tmy’s eyes were alight with joy. “I’ll give you the biggest 
tdwiches, Tracy. We’ll have a good time, won’t we?” 

[racy had no answer. 

[fie VIP tour was a surprise visit. Governor William Haber 
aself was escorting the prison reform committee through the 
nitenliary. It was something that Warden Brannigan had to 
e with once a year. 

“It goes with the territory, George,” the governor had ex- 
uned. “Just clean up the place, tell your ladies to smile 
etty, and we’ll get our budget increased again.” 

The word had gone out from the chief guard that morning: 
3et rid of all the drugs, knives, and dildos.” 

Governor Haber and his party were due to arrive at 10:00 
,M. They would inspect the interior of the penitentiary first, 
isit the farm, and then have lunch with the warden at his cot- 
ige. 

Big Bertha was impatient. When she had put in a request to 
ee the warden, she had been told, “The warden is very pressed 
3r time this morning. Tomorrow would be easier. He — ” 
“Fuck tomorrow!” Big Bertha had exploded. “I want to see 
im now ft’s important.” 

There were few inmates in the prison who could have got- 
en away with it, but Big Bertha was one of them. The prison 
uthorities were well aware of her power. They had seen her 
tart riots, and they had seen her stop them. No prison in the 
vorld could be run without the cooperation of the inmate 
eaders, and Big Bertha was a leader. 

She had been seated in the warden’s outer office for almost 
in hour, her huge body overflowing the chair she sat in. She's 
i disgusting-looking creature, the warden’s secretary thought. 
Vte gives me the creeps. 


•I- 
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ow much longer?” Big Bertha demanded. 

shouldn’t be too much longer. He has a groupof people 

:h him. The warden’s very busy this morning.” 

; Bertha said, “He’s gonna be busier.” She looked at her 
i. Twelve-forty-five. Plenty of time. 

was a perfect day, cloudless and warm, and the singing 
:e carried a tantalizing mixture of scents across the green 
and. Tracy had spread out a tablecloth on a grassy area 
the lake, and Amy was happily munching on an egg salad 
vich. Tracy glanced at her watch. It was already 1:00. She 
1 not believe it. The morning had dragged and the after- 
was winging by. She had to think of something quickly, 
ne was going to steal away her last chance at freedom. 

le-ten. In the warden’s reception office Warden Branni- 
> secretary put down the telephone and said to Big Ber- 
“I’m sorry. The warden says it’s impossible for him to 
ton today. We’ll make another appointment for — ” 
g Bertha pushed herself to her feet. “He’s got to see me! 

rVe’ll fit you in tomorrow.” 

g Bertha started to say, “Tomorrow will be too late,” but 
stopped herself in time. No one but the warden himself 
t know what she was doing. Snitches suffered fatal acci- 
s. But she had no intention of giving up. There was no 
she was going to let Tracy Whitney get away from her. 
walked into the prison library and sat down at one of the 
» tables at the far end of the room. She scribbled a note, 
when the matron walked over to an aisle to help an in- 
[e, Big Bertha dropped the note on her desk and left. 

Vhen the matron returned, she found the note and opened 
She read it twice: 

YOU BETTER CUEK THE LAUNDREY TRUCK TO DAY. 

rhere was no signature. A .hoax? The matron had no way 
knowing. She picked up the telephone. “Get me the super- 
endent of guards. . . ." 
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One-fifteen. “You’re not eating,” Amy said. “You want 
some of my sandwich?” 

"No! Leave me alone.” She had not meant to speak so 


iioioiuy. 

Amy stopped eating. “Are you mad at me, Tracy? Please 
don’t be mad at me. I love you so much. I never get mad at 
you.” Her soft eyes were filled with hurt. 

“I’m not angry.” She was in hell. 

“I’m not hungry if you’re not. Let’s play ball, Tracy.” And 
Amy pulled her rubber ball out of her pocket. 

One-sixteen. She should have been on her way. It would take 
her at least fifteen minutes to get to the utility room. She could 
just make it if she hurried. But she could not leave Amy alone. 
Tracy looked around, and in the far distance she saw a group 
of trusties picking crops. Instantly, Tracy knew what she was 
going to do. 

“Don’t you want to play ball, Tracy?” 

Tracy rose to her feet. “Yes. Let’s play a new game. Let’s 
see who can throw the ball the farthest. I’ll throw the ball, 
and then it will be your turn.” Tracy picked up the hard rub- 
\ ber ball and threw it as far as she could in the direction of the 
■. >rkers. 

"Oh, that's good,” Amy said admiringly. “That’s real far.” 
“I’ll go get the ball," Tracy said. “You wait here.” 

And she was running, running for her life, her feet flying 
across the fields. It was 1:18. If she was late, they would wait 
for her. Or would they? She ran faster. Behind her, she heard 
Amy calling, but she paid no attention. The farm workers were 
moving in the other direction now. Tracy yelled at them, and 
they stopped. She was breathless when she reached them. 
“Anythin’ wrong?” one of them asked. 

“No, n-nothing." She was panting, fighting for breath. "The 
little girl back there. One of you look after her. I have some- 
thing important I have to do. I—” 

She heard her name called from a distance and turned. Amy 
was standing on top of the concrete wail surrounding the lake. 
She waved. “Look at me, Tracy.” 

“No! Get down!” Tracy screamed. 
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And as Tracy watched in horror, Amy lost her balance and 
plunged into the lake. 

*‘0h, dear God!" The blood drained from Tracy’s face. She 
had a choice to make, but there was no choice. I can’t help 
her. Not now. Someone will save her. I have to save myself. 
I’ve got to get out of this place or I’ll die. It was 1:20. 

Tracy turned and began running as fast as she had ever run 
in her life. The others were calling after her, but she did not 
hear them. She flew through the air, unaware that her shoes 
had fallen off, not caring that the sharp ground was cutting into 
her feet. Her heart was pounding, and her lungs were burst- 
ing, and she pushed herself to run faster, faster. She reached 
the wall around the lake and vaulted on top of it. Far below, 
she could see Amy in the deep, terrifying water, struggling to 
stay afloat. Without a second’s hesitation, Tracy jumped in after 
her. And as she hit the water, Tracy thought. Oh, my God! I 
can't swim. . . . 
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Slew Orleans 


Friday, August 25 — 10:00 A.M. 

Lester Torrance, a teller at the First Merchants Bank of New 
Orleans, prided himself on two things: his sexu al pro wess with 
the ladies and his ability to size up his customers.” Lester was 
in his late forties, a lanky, sallow-faced man with a Tom Sel- 
leck mustache and long sideburns. He had been passed over 
for promotion twice, and in retaliation, Lester used the bank 
as a personal dating service. He could spot hookers a mile 
away, and he enjoyed trying to persuade them to give him their 
favors for nothing. Lonely widows were an especially easy 
prey. They came in all shapes, ages, and states of despera- 
tion, and sooner or later they would appear in front of Les- 
ter s cage. If they were temporarily overdrawn, Lester would 
lend a sympathetic ear and delay bouncing their checks In re- 
turn, perhaps they could have a quiet little dinner together? 
Many of his female customers sought his beta and confided 
delicious secrets to him: They needed a Ioai without their 
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husbands’ knowledge. . . . They wanted to keep confidential 
certain checks they had written. . . . They were contemplat- 
ing a divorce, and could Lester help them close out their joint 
account right away? . . . Lester was only too eager to please. 
And to be pleased. 

On this particular Friday morning, Lester knew he had hit 
the jackpot. He saw the woman the moment she walked in the 
door of the bank. She was an absolute stunner. She had sleek 
black hair falling to her shoulders, and she wore a tight skirt 
and sweater that outlined a figure a Las Vegas chorine would 
have envied. 

There were four other tellers in the bank, and the young 
woman’s eyes went from one cage to the other, as though 
seeking help. When she glanced at Lester, he nodded eagerly 
and gave her an encouraging smile. She walked over to his 
cage, just as Lester had known she would. 

"Good morning," Lester said warmly. “What may I do for 
you?” He could see her nipples pushing against her cashmere 
sweater, and he thought. Baby, what I'd like to do for you / 

"I’m afraid l have a problem,” the woman said softly. She 
- had the most delightful southern, accent Lester had ever heard. 

“That’s what I’m here 'for,” he said heartily, “to solve 
problems.’ 

“Oh, I do hope so. I’m afraid I’ve done somethin’ just ter- 
rible.” 

Lester gave her nis best paternal, you-can-Iean-on-tne smile. 
“1 can’t believe a lovely lady like you couid do anything ter- 
rible.” 

“Oh, but I have." Her soft brown eyes were wide with panic. 
“I’m Joseph Romano’s secretary, and he told me to order new 
blank checks for his checking account a week ago, and I sim- 
ply forgot ail about it, and now we’ve just about run out, and 
when he finds out, I don’t know what he’ll do to me.” It came 
out in a soft, velvety rush. 

Lester was only too familiar with the name of Joseph Ro- 
mano. He was a prized customer of the bank’s, even though 
he kept relatively small amounts in his account. Everyone knew 
that his real money was laundered elsewhere. 

He sure has great taste in secretaries, Lester thought. He 
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“Mrs. Brannigan and I want you to know how grateful we are.” 
His voice was choked with emotion. 

Tracy was still weak and shaken from her experience. “How 
is Amy?” 

“She’s going to be fine.” 

Tracy dosed her eyes. I couldn’t have borne, it if anything 
had happened to her, she thought. She remembered her cold- 
ness, when all the child had wanted was love, and Tracy felt 
bitterly ashamed. The incident had cost her her chance to es- 
cape, but she knew that if she had it to do over again, she 
would do the same thing. 

There was a brief inquiry into the accident. 

“It was my fault,” Amy told her father. “We were playing 
ball, and Tracy ran after the ball and told me to wait, but I 
climbed up on the wall so I could see her better and 1 fell in 
the water. But Tracy saved me, Daddy.” 

They kept Tracy in the hospital that night for observation, 
and the next morning she was taken to Warden Brannigan’s 
office. The media was waiting for her. They knew a human- 
interest story when they saw one, and stringers from UPI and 
the Associated Press were present; the local television station 
had sent a news team. 

That evening the report of Tracy’s heroism unfolded, and 
the account of the rescue went on national television and be- 
gan to snowball. Time, Newsweek, People, and hundreds of 
newspapers all over the country carried the story. As the press 
coverage continued, letters and telegrams poured into the 
penitentiary, demanding that Tracy Whitney be pardoned. 

Governor Haber discussed it with Warden Brannigan. 

“Tracy Whitney is in here for some serious crimes,” War- 
den Brannigan observed. 

The governor was thoughtful. “But she has no previous re- 
cord, right, George?” 

“That's right, sir.” 

“I don't mind telling you. I’m getting a hell of a lot of pres- 
sure to do something about her.” 

* “So am I, Governor.” 

“Of course, we can’t let the public tell us how to run our 
prisons, can we?” 
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On Tracy’s last day in prison an inmate from Tracy’s old 
cell block walked up to her. “So you’re getting out.” 

“That’s right.” 

The woman, Betty Franciscus, was in her early forties, still 
attractive, with an air of pride about her. 

“If you need any help on the outside, there’s a man you 
should see in New York. His name is Conrad Morgan.” She 
slipped Tracy a piece of paper. “He’s into criminal reform. 
He likes to give a hand to people who've been in prison.” 

“Thank you, but I don’t think I’ll need — ” 

“You never know. Keep his address.” 

Two hours later, Tracy was walking through the peniten- 
tiary gates, moving past the television cameras. She would not 
speak to the reporters, but when Amy broke away from her 
mother and threw herself into Tracy’s arms, the cameras 
whirred. That was the picture that came out over the evening 
news. 

Freedom to Tracy was no longer simply an abstract_word; 
It was something tangible, physical, a condition to be enjoyed 
and savored. Freedom meant breathing fresh air, privacy, not 
standing in lines for meals, not listening for bells. It meant 
hot baths and good-smelling soaps, soft lingerie, pretty dresses, 
and high-heeled shoes. It meant having a name instead of a 
number. Freedom meant escape from Big Bertha and fear ol 
gang rapes and the deadly monotony of prison routine. 

Tracy’s newfound freedom took getting used to. Walking 
along a street, she was careful not to jostle anyone. In the 
penitentiary bumping into another prisoner could be the spark 
that set off a conflagration. It was the absence of constanl 
menace that Tracy found most difficult to adjust to. No one 
was threatening her. 

She was free to carry out her plans. 

In Philadelphia, Charles Slanhope III saw Tracy on tele- 
vision, leaving the prison. She’s still beautiful, he thought, 
Watching her, it seemed impossible that she had committed 
any of the crimes for which she had been convicted. He looked 
at his exemplary wife, placidly seated across the room, knit- 
ting. 1 wonder if l made a mistake. 
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* * * 

,aniel Cooper watched Tracy on the television news in his - 
rtment in New York. He was totally indifferent to the fact 
: she had been released from prison. He clicked off the 
vision set and returned to the file he was working on. 

Vhen Joe Romano saw the television news, he laughed 
ad. The Whitney girl was a lucky bitch. I’ll bet prison was 
)dfor her. She must be really horny by now. Maybe one 
> we’ll meet again. 

tomano was pleased with himself. He had already passed 
Renoir to a fence, and it had been purchased by a private 
lector in Zurich. Five hundred grand from the insurance 
npany, and another two hundred thousand from the fence, 
turally, Romano had split the money with Anthony Orsatti. 
mano was very meticulous in his dealings with him, for he 
i seen examples of what happened to people who were not 
meet in their transactions with Orsatti. 

At noon on Monday Tracy, in her Lureen Hartford per- 
na, returned to the First Merchants Bank of New Orleans. 

; that hour it was crowded with customers. There were sev- 
al people in front of Lester Torrance’s window. Tracy joined 
e line, and when Lester saw her, he beamed and nodded, 
te was even more goddamned beautiful than he had remem- 
ired. 

When Tracy finally reached his window, Lester crowed, 
Well, it wasn’t easy, but 1 did it for you, Lureen.” 

A warm, appreciative smile lit Lurecn’s face. ‘‘You’re just 
so wonderful.” 

‘‘Yes, sir, got ’em right here.” Lester opened a drawer, found 
he box of checks he had carefully put away, and handed it to 
ler. “There you are. Four hundred blank checks. Will that be 
;nough?" 

Oh, more than enough, unless Mr. Romano goes on a 
.heck-writing spree. She looked into Lester’s eyes and sighed 
‘You saved my life.” 

Lester felt a pleasurable stirring in his groin, “I believe 
people have to be nice to people, don’t you, Lureen?” 
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“You’re so right. Lester.” 

“You know, you should open your own account here. I’d 
ake real good care of you. Real good.” 

“I just know you would,” Tracy said softly. 

“Why don’t you and me talk about it over a nice quiet din- 
ner somewhere?” 

“I’d surely love that.” 

“Where can I call you, Lureen?” 

“Oh, I’ll call you, Lester." She moved away. 

“Wait a min—” The next customer stepped up and handed 
the frustrated Lester a sackful of coins. 

In the center of the bank were four tables that held contain- 
ers of blank deposit and withdrawal slips, and the tables were 
crowded with people busily filling out forms. Tracy moved 
away from Lester’s view. As a customer made room at a ta- 
ble, Tracy took her place. The box that Lester had given her 
contained eight packets of blank checks. But it was not the 
checks Tracy was interested in: It was the deposit slips at the 
back of the packets. 

. She carefully separated the deposit slips from the checks and, 
fewer than three minutes, she was holding eighty deposit 
; ■ in her hand. Making sure she was unobserved, Tracy put 
■ of the slips in the metal container. 

She moved on to the next table, where she placed twenty 
more deposit slips. Within a few minutes, all of them had been 
left on the various tables. The deposit slips were blank, but 
each one contained a magnetized code at the bottom, which 
the computer used to credit the various accounts. No matter 
who deposited money, because of the magnetic code, the 
computer would automatically credit Joe Romano’s account 
with each deposit. From her experience working in a bank, 
Tracy knew that within two days all the magnetized deposit 
slips would be used up and that it would take at least five days 
before the mix-up was noticed. That would give her more than 
enough time for what she planned to do. 

On the way back to her hotel, Tracy threw the blank checks 
into a trash basket. Mr. Joe Romano would not be needing 
them. 

Tracy's next stop was at the New Orleans Holiday Travel 
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;ency. The young woman behind the desk asked, “May I 

‘TmJoseph Romano’s secretary. Mr. Romano would like 
» make a reservation for Rio de Janeiro. He wants to leave 
lis Friday.” 

“Will that be one ticket?” 

“Yes. First class. An aisle. seat. Smoking, please. 

“Round trip?” 

“One way." 

The travel agent turned to her desk computer, in a few sec- 
onds, she said, “We’re all set. One first-class seat on Fai 
American’s Flight seven twenty-eight, leaving at si't-ti±r--r»e 
p.M. on Friday, with a short stopover in Miami.’! 

“He’ll be very pleased,” Tracy assured the wcmau.^ 
“That will be nineteen hundred twenty-nine collars. 
be cash or charge?” 

“Mr. Romano always pays cash. COD. Could yen awe ~= 
ticket delivered to his office on Thursday, please?” 

"We could have it delivered tomorro w, if you T 
“No. Mr. Romano won’t be there toman 
make it Thursday at eleven A.M.?” 

"Yes. That will be fine. And the address!” 

“Mr. Joseph Romano, Two-sev* 
four-zero-eight.” 

The woman made a note of it- “Yer/ *v«L FT 
delivered Thursday morning.” 

“Eleven sharp,” Tracy said. 

Half a block down the streec . 

Tracy studied the display is de widow, 
side. 

A clerk approached her. “Good rccdum -id: what can • 
do for you this morning?” 

“I want to buy some -ugnaae £r mv ausuard!” 

“You’ve come to the fret niaci. ... 

have some nice, inexpensive " 

“No,” Tracy said. >* 

She stepped over :o a dsciav cf Yarn r. ■ - 

against a wall. "Teats mere W.at IY r * ' r * ■**&&& 


C 7QT 


’■ neasce 2e valued: ji- 


away on a trip.” 


- looking for. V/e’re going 
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“Well, I’m sure he’ll be pleased with one of these We have 
hree different sizes. Which one would — •?” 

“I’ll take one of each.” 

“Oh. Fine. Will that be charge or cash?” 

“COD. The name is Joseph Romano. Could you have them 
Jelivered to my husband’s office on Thursday morning?” 
“Why, certainly, Mrs. Romano." 

“At eleven o’clock?" 

“I’ll see to it personally.” 

As an afterthought, Tracy added, “Oh . . . would you put 
his initials on them — in gold? That's J.R.” 

“Of course. It will be our pleasure, Mrs. Romano.” 

Tracy smiled and gave him the office address. 

At a nearby Western Union office, Tracy sent a paid cable 
to the Rio Othon Palace on Copacabana Beach in Rio de Ja- 
neiro. It read: request your best suite commencing this 

FRIDAY FOR TWO MONTHS. PLEASE CONFIRM BY COLLECT CA- 
BLE. JOSEPH ROMANO, 217 POYDRAS STREET, SUITE 408, NEW 
ORLEANS, LOUISIANA, USA- 

Three days later Tracy telephoned the bank and asked to 
peak to Lester Torrance. When she heard his voice, she said 
softly, "You probably don’t remember me, Lester, but this is 
Lureen Hartford, Mr. Romano’s secretary, and — ” 

Not remember her! His voice was eager. “Of course I re- 
member you, Lureen. I — ” 

“You do? Why, I’m flattered. You must meet so many peo- 
ple." 

“Not like you,” Lester assured her. “You haven’t forgot- 
ten about our dinner date, have you?" 

“You don’t know how much I’m lookin’ forward to it. Would 
next Tuesday suit you, Lester?” 

“Great!" 

“Then it’s a date. Oh. I’m such an idiot! You got me so ex- 
cited talkin’ to you I almost forgot why I called. Mr. Romano 
asked me to check on his bank balance. Would you give me 
that figure?" 

“You bet. No trouble at all.” 

Ordinarily, Lester Torrance would have asked for a birth date 
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or some form of identification from the caller, but in this cas 
it was certainly not necessary. No, sir. “Hang on, Lureen, 

he said. , , _ 

He walked over to the file, pulled out Joseph s Romano 
sheet, and studied it in surprise. There had been an extrao. 
dinary number of deposits made to Romano’s account in th 
past several days. Romano had never kept so much money i 
his account before. Lester Torrance wondered what was goii 
on. Some big deal, obviously. When he had dinner with L 
reen Hartford, he intended to pump her. A little inside info 
mation never hurt. He returned to the phone. 

“Your boss has been keeping us busy,” he told Tracy. ‘T 
has just over three hundred thousand dollars in his checkii 
account.” 

“Oh, good. That’s the figure I have.” 

“Would he like us to transfer it to a money market 
account? It’s not drawing any interest sitting here, and I 
could — ” 

“No. He wants it right where it is,” Tracy assured him. 
“Okay.” 

“Thank you so much, Lester. You’re a darlin’.” 

“Wait a minute! Should I call you at the office about the 
arrangements for Tuesday?” 

“I’ll call you, honey,” Tracy told him. 

And the connection was broken. 

The modem high-rise office building owned by Anthony 
Orsatti stood on Poydras Street between the riverfront and the 
gigantic Louisiana Superdome, and the offices of the Pacific 
Import-Export Company occupied the entire fourth floor of the 
building. At one end of the suite were Orsatti’s offices, and at 
the other end, Joe Romano’s rooms. The space in between was 
occupied by four young receptionists who were available eve- 
nings to entertain Anthony Orsatti’s friends and business ac- 
quaintances. In front of Orsatti's suite sat two very large men 
whose lives were devoted to guarding their boss. They also 
served as c hauffeurs , masseu rs, and errand boys for the capo. 

On this Thursday morning Orsatti was in his office checking 
out the previous day’s receipts from running numbers, book- 
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ithony Orsatti loved Rename- r.e v ^ ~s~ - .7^- 

itti had picked him up when Xemano. w^.agcmx ^.t- 
irunks in alleys- He himself bad 
kid could tapdance his^aysmuneuxth. tm 
was fast, he was smart, and he was hcnes_^_| _ . ^ 
nano had risen to the rank of Antneny Omani s cure: ~e^- 
ant. He supervised ail the Family's operations ana re- 
led only to Orsatti. 

uucy, Orsatti’s private secretary-, knocked and came m:o me 
ice. She was twenty-four years c!d, a college graduate, with 
face and figure that had won several local beauty contests, 
rsatti enjoyed having beautiful young women around tun. 

He looked at the clock on his desk. It was 10:45. He baa 
ild Lucy he did not want any interruptions before moon. He 
:owled at her. “What?” 

‘‘I’m sorry to bother you, Mr. Grsatri. There's a Mbs Girt 
)upresiin the phone. She sounds hysterical, but she won't 
ell me what she wants. She insists os s peaking with vcc ner- 
sonally. 1 thought it might be mmcnanL" 

Orsatti sat there, running the name through, the computer in 
his brain. Gigi Dupres? One of the broads he had up m his 
suite his last time in Vegas? Gigi Dupres? Not that he could 
remembered he prided himself on a mind that forsot noth- 

0ram ' PiCked lhe pi “" ,e waved 
“Yeah? Who’s this?” 

"So?’* Mf ‘ Aath ° ny 0r3atli? " She had a Fren * accent. 
ngnt.Thvdur.ewas hysterical. Anthony Orsatti 
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was not interested. He started to hang up, when her. voic 

went on. 

“You must stop him, please!” 

“Lady, I don’t know who you're talkin’ about, and I’m 
busy—" 

“My Joe. Joe Romano. He promised to take me with hii 
comprenez-vous?" 

“Hey, you got a beef with Joe, take it up with him. I aii 
hisjiursemaid." 

“He HettTme! I just found out he is leave for Brazil witho 
me. Half of that three hundred thousand dollars is mine.” 

Anthony Orsatti suddenly found he was interested, after a 
“What three hundred thousand you talkin’ about?” 

“The money Joe is hiding in his checking account. T 
money he — how you say? — skimmed." 

Anthony Orsatti was very interested. 

“Please tell Joe he must take me to Brazil with him. Plea* 
Weel you do thees?” 

“Yeah," Anthony Orsatti promised. “I’ll take care of it. 

‘ Joe Romano’s office was modem, all white and chrome, do 
by one of New Orleans’s most fashionable decorators. The 01 
touches of color were the three expensive French Impressk 
ist paintings on the walls. Romano prided himself on his go 
taste. He had fought his way up from the slums of New ( 
leans, and on the way he had educated himself. He had an e 
for paintings and an ear for music. When he dined out, he h 
long, knowledgeable discussions with the sommelier ab< 
wines. Yes, Joe Romano had every reason to be proud. Wh 
his contemporaries had survived by using their fists, he h 
succeeded by using his brains. If it was true that Anthony ( 
satti owned New Orleans, it was also true that it was Joe F 
mano who ran it for him. 

His secretary walked into his office. “Mr. Romano, then 
a messenger here with an airplane ticket for Rio de Janeiro. 
Shall I write out a check? It’s COD.” 

‘ 'Rio de Janeiro?" Romano s hoo k his head. “Tell him there’s 
some mistake." 
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The uniformed messenger was in the doorway. ''I was told 
\ deliver this to Joseph Romano at this address.” , 

“Well, you were told wrong. What is this, some idnd or a 
ew airline promotion gimmick? ’ 

“No, sir. I—" . , 

4 ‘Let me see that.” Romano took the ticket from the mes- 

enger’s hand and looked at it. “Friday. Why would I be going 
o Rio on Friday?” 

“That’s a good question,” Anthony Orsatti said. He was 
landing behind the messenger. “Why would you, Joe?” 

“It’s some kind of dumb mistake, Tony.” Romano handed 
he ticket back to the messenger. ‘Take this back where it came 
from and — ” 

“Not so fast." Anthony Orsatti took the ticket and exam- 
ined it. “It says here one first-class ticket, aisle seat, smok- 
ing, to Rio de Janeiro for Friday. One way.” 

Joe Romano laughed. “Someone made a mistake.” He turned 
to his secretary. “Madge, call the travel agency and tell them 
they goofed. Some poor slob is going to be missing his plane 
ticket.” "" 

Joleen, the assistant secretary, walked in. “Excuse me, Mr. 
Romano. The luggage has arrived. Do you want me to sign 
for it?” 

Joe Romano stared at her. “What luggage? I didn’t order 
any luggage." 

“Have them bring it in,” Anthony Orsatti commanded. 
“Jesus!” Joe Romano said. “Has everyone gone nuts?” 

A messenger walked in carrying three Vuitton suitcases. 
“What's all this? 1 never ordered those.” 

The messenger checked his delivery slip. “It says Mr Jo- 
seph Romano, Two-seventeen Poydras Street, Suite four-zero- 
eight?” 

Joe Romano was losing his temper. “I don’t care what the 
fuck it says. I didn’t order them. Now get them out of here ” 

Omatti was examining the luggage. “They have your initials 
on them, Joe. J UU<U5> 

, '? hal? 0h - Wau a mi nutel It’s probably some kind of pres- 
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“Is it your birthday?” 

“No. But you know how broads are, Tony. They’re ah 
givin’ you gifts.” • 

“Have you got somethin’ going in Brazil?” Anthony 
satti inquired. 

“ Brazil ?” Joe Romano laughed. “This must be somec 
idea of a joke, Tony.” 

Orsatti smiled gently, then turned to the secretaries ant 
two messengers. “Out.” 

When the door was closed behind them, Anthony Oi 
spoke. “How much money you got in your bank accc 
Joe?” 

Joe Romano looked at him, puzzled. “I don’t know. Fil 
hundred, I guess, maybe a couple of grand. Why?” 

“Just for fun, why don’t you call your bank and che 
out?” 

"What for? I—” 

“Check it out, Joe.” 

“Sure. If it’ll make you happy.” He buzzed his secre 
“Get me the head bookkeeper over at First Merchants." 

A minute later she was on the line. 

“Hello, honey. Joseph Romano. Would you give mt 
current balance in my checking account? My birth date it 
tober fourteenth.” 

Anthony Orsatti picked up the extension phone. A few 
ments later the bookkeeper was back on the line. 

“Sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Romano. As of this n 
ing, your checking account balance is three hundred ten l„w»- 
sand nine hundred five dollars and thirty-five cents.” 

Romano could feel the blood draining from his face. “It’s 
what?" 

“Three hundred ten thousand nine hundred five — ■” 

“You stupid bitch!” he yelled. "I don’t have that kind of 
money in my account. You made a mistake. Let me talk to 
the—” 

He felt the telephone being taken out of his hand, as An- 
thony Orsatti replaced the receiver. “Where’d that money come 
from, Joe?” 
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Joe Romano’s face was pale. “I swear to Gcc. tc 
know anything about that money.” 

“No?” . , . 

“Hey, you’ve got to believe me! You know wnac s happen- 
ing? Someone is setting me up.’’ 

“It must be someone who likes you a lot. He gave yen a 
going-away present of three hundred ten thousand denars. 
Orsatti sat down heavily on the Scalamander silk-covered 
armchair and looked at Joe Romano for a long moment, then 
spoke very quietly. “Everything was all set, huh? A one-way 
ticket to Rio, new luggage . . . Like you was planning a whole 
new life.” 

“No!’’ There was panic in Joe Romano’s voice. “Jesus, yen 
know me better than that, Tony. I've always been on the level 
with you. You’re like a father to me.” 

He was sweating now. There was a knock at the door, and 
Madge poked her head in. She held an envelope. 

“I’m sorry to interrupt, Mr. Romano. There’s a cable for 
you, but you have to sign for it yourself.” 

With the instincts. of,atrapped_aniiriaL Joe Romano said, 
“Not now. I’m busy.” 

“I’ll take it,” Anthony Orsatti said, ana he was cur of the 
chair before the woman could close the dcor. He took his time 
reading the cable, then he focused his eyes on Ice ge man o. 

In a voice so low that Romano ccuic bareiv hear him., .-m- 
thony Orsatti said, % T0 read m to yam ice., -gl eaned tcV 
firm your reservation :cr cur irmuasa Siiia xr 
this Friday, September ith dim tea, "Z 
manager, Rio Gthco ?La * 
neiro.' It's your r 
you?” 
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Andre Gillian was in the kitchen making preparations f 
spaghetti alia carbonara, a large Italian salad, and a pear tor 
when he heard a loud, ominous popping sound, and a mome 
later the comfortable hum of the central air conditioner traili 
off into silence. 

Andre stamped his foot and said, “ Merde ! Not the night 
the game." 

He hurried to the utility closet where the breaker box w 
located and flicked the electrical switches, one by one. Not 
ing happened. 

Oh, Mr. Pope was going to be furious. Simply furious! And 
knew how much his employer looked forward to his weei 
Friday-night poker game. It was-a tradition that had been goi „ 
on for years, and it was always with the same elite group of 
players. Without air-conditioning, the house would be unbear- 
able. Simply unbearable! New Orleans in September was only 
for the uncivilized. Even after the sun went down, there was 
no relief from the heat and humidity. 

Andre returned to the kitchen and consulted the kitchen 
clock. Four o’clock. The guests would be arriving at 8:00. 


134 
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Andre thought about telephoning Mr. Pope and telling him the 
nrobiem, but then he remembered that the lawyer had said he 
was going to be tied up in court all day. The dear man was so 
busy. He needed his relaxation. And now this! 

Andre took a small black telephone book from a kitchen 
drawer, looked up a number, and dialed. 

After three rings, a metallic voice intoned, “You have 
reached the Eskimo Air-Conditioning Service. Our techni- 
cians are not available at this time. If you will leave your name 
and number and a brief message, we will get back to you as 
soon as possible. Please wait for the beep.” 

FoutreL Only in America were you forced to hold a conver- 
sation with a machine. 

A shrill, annoying beep sounded in Andre’s ear. He spoke 
into the mouthpiece: “This is the residence of Monsieur Perry 
Pope, Forty-two Charles Street. Our air-conditioning has ceased 
to function. You must send someone here as quickly as pos- 
sible. Vitel" 

He slammed down the receiver. Of course no one was 
available. Air-conditioning was probably going off all over this 
dreadful city. It was impossible for air conditioners to cope 
with the damnable heat and humidity. Well, someone had bet- 
ter come soon. Mr. Pope had a temper. A nasty temper. 

In the three years Andre Gillian had worked as a cook for 
the attorney, he had learned how influential his employer was. 
It was amazing. All that brilliance in one so young. Perry Pope 
knew simply everybody. When he snapped his fingers, people 
jumped. 

It seemed to Andre Gillian that the house was already feel- 
ing warmer. Qa va chier dur. If something is not done quickly 
the shit's going to hit the fan. 

As Andre went back to cutting paper-thin slices of salami 
and provolone cheese for the salad, he could not sbak - t£- 
temb!e feeling that the evening was fated to be a disaster 
When the doorbell rang thirty minutes later, Andre’* defies 
were soaked wuh perspiration, and the kitchen Ss“ f 

oven. Gillian humed to open the back door 
Two workmen in overalls stood h th- a 
toolboxes. One of them was a 

His comcariCE 
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was white, several inches shorter, with a sleepy, bored look 
on his face. In the rear driveway stood their service truck. 

“Gotta problem with your air-conditioning?” the black man 
asked, 

"OuH Thank heaven you’re here. You’ve just got to get it 
working right away. There’ll be guests arriving soon." 

The black man walked over to the oven, sniffed the baking 
torte, and said, “Smells good.” 

“Please!” Gillian urged. “ Do something!” 

“Let’s take a look in the furnace room,” the short man said. 
“Where is it?” 

“This way.” 

Andre hurried them down a corridor to a utility room, where 
the air-conditioning unit stood. 

“This is a good unit, Ralph,” the black man said to his 
companion. 

“Yeah, Al. They don’t make ’em like this anymore.” 
“Then for heaven’s sake why isn’t it working?" Gillian de- 
manded. 

They both turned to stare at him. 

“We just got here,” Ralph said reprovingly. He knelt down 
and opened a small door at the bottom ofthe unit, took out a 
flashlight, got down on his stomach, and peered inside. After 
a moment, he rose to his feet. “The problem’s not here.” 
“Where is it, then?” Andre asked. 

“Must be a short in one of the outlets. Probably shorted out 
the whole system. How many air-conditioning vents do you 

have?” “ 

“Each room has one. Let’s see. That must be at least nine.” 
“That’s probably the problem. Transduction overload. Let’s 
go take a look.” —— ~ 

The three of them trooped back down the hall. As they 
passed the living room, Al said, “This is sure a beautiful place 
Mr. Pope has got here." 

The living room was exquisitely furnished, filled with signed 
antiques worth a fortune. The floors were covered with muted- 
colored Persian rugs. To the left of die living room was a large, 
formal dining room, and to the right a den, with a large green 
baize-covered gaming table in the center. In one comer of the 
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room w* den, an/AUhonehis flashlight 

(able. "What's above this room. 

•■The attic." 

' ow ' 

~s“ !» - ta the He "" 

W*r&-£taS TiS* had a 
J25SK~t . tt's shorted out.' We'll have to re- 

place the condenser." _ 

“Oh my God! Will it take long. „ 

bC “You leave everything to us,” A1 said. 

Back in the kitchen, Andre confided, “I must finish prepar- 
I in g my salad dressing. Can you find your way back up to the 

' aUl Al raised a hand. “No sweat, pal. You just go on about your 
business, and we’ll go on about ours. 

“Oh, thank you. Thank you.” 

Andre watched the men go out to the truck and return with 
‘ two large canvas bags. “If you need anything,” he told them, 

« “just call me.” 

•j “You betcha!” 

The workmen went up the stairs, and Andre i 


.X I , 


i kitchen. .... 

When Ralph and A1 reached the attic, they opened their 

canvas bags and removed a small folding camp chair, a drill 
i with a steel bit, a tray of sandwiches, two cans of beer, a pair 
of 12 by 4 0 Zeiss binoculars-fbr-yiewiDg dislan Lobiects in a 
diniJight, and two live hamstenUhat ha d been injected with 
three quarters_of a milligra m of acetyl promazine. 

’ The two men went to workT ~ 
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“01 Ernestine is gonna be proud of me,” A1 chortled as they 
started. 

In the beginning, Al had stubbornly resisted the idea. 

“You must be outta your mind, woman. I ain’t gonna fuc!< 
around with no Perry Pope. That dude’ll come down on mv 
ass so hard I’ll never see daylight again.” 

“You don’t gotta worry about him. He won’t never be 
botherin’ no one again.” 

They were naked on the water bed in Ernestine’s apart- 
ment. 

“What you gettin’ out of this deal, anyway, honey’” Al de- 
manded. 

“He’s a prick." 

“Hey, babyTthe world’s full of pricks, but you don’t spenc 
your life goia’ around cuttin!,pff.their- balls.” 

“All right. I’m doin’ it for a friend.” 

“Tracy?" 

“That’s right.” 

Al liked Tracy. They had all had dinner together the day she 
got out of prison. 

“She’s a classy dame,” Al admitted. “But why we stickin 
our necks out for her?” 

“Because if we don't he’p her, she’s gonna have to settle 
for someone who ain’t half as good as you, and if she gefc 
caught, they’ll cart her ass right back to the joint.” 

Al sat up in bed and looked at Ernestine curiously. “Doe: 
it mean that much to you, baby?” 

“Yeah, hon.” 

She would never be able to make him understand it, but the 
truth was simply that Ernestine could not stand the thought ot 
Tracy back in prison at the mercy of Big Bertha. It was not 
only Tracy whom Ernestine was concerned about: It was her- 
self. She had made herself Tracy’s protector, and if Big Ber- 
tha got her hands on her, it would be a defeat for Ernestine. 

So all she said now was, “Yeah. It means a lot to me, honey. 
You gonna do it?” 

“I damn sure can’t do it alone,” Al grumbled. 

And Ernestine knew she had won. She started nibbling her 



aiUiWt-l zn&L.uvi't 

ly down his long, lean body. And she murmured^ “Wasn’t 
i Ralph due to be released a few days ago . . . ?” 

It was 6:30 before the two men returned to Andre’s kitchen, 
imy with sweat and dust. 

“Is it fixed?” Andre asked anxiously. 

“It was a real bitch,” Ai informed him. "You see, what you 
>t here is a condenser with an AC/DC cutoff that — ” 

“Never mind that,” Andre interrupted impatiently. “Did you 
c it?” 

“Yeah. It’s all set. In five minutes we’ll have it goin’ again 
i good as new.” 

“ formidable . / If you’ll just leave your bill on the kitchen 
ible— " 

Ralph shook his head. “Don’t worry about it. The com- 
any’II bill you.” 

“Bless you both. Au ’v oir.” 

Andre watched the two men leave by the back door, car- 
ying their canvas bags. Out of his sight, they walked around 
o the yard and opened the casing that housed the outside 
ondenser of the air-conditioning unit. Ralph held the flash- 
ight while Al reconnected the wires he had loosened a couple 
lours earlier. The air-conditioning unit immediately sprang 
nto life. 

Al copied down the telephone number on the service tag at- 
ached to the condenser. When he telephoned the number a 
short time later and reached the recorded voice of the Eskimo 
Air-Conditioning Company, AI said, “This is Perry Pope’s 
residence at Forty-two Charles Street. Our air-conditioning 
is workin’ fine now. Don’t bother to send anyone. Have a 
nice day.” 


The weekly Friday-night poker game at Perry Pope’s house 
was an event to which all the players eagerly looked forward. 
It was always the same carefully selected group: Anthony Or- 
satti, Joe Romano, Judge Henry Lawrence, an alderman, a state 
senator, and of course their host. The stakes were high, the 
food was great, and the company was raw power. 

Perry Pope was in his bedroom changing into white silk 
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slacks and matching sport shirt. He hummed happily, thinkir 
of the evening ahead. He had been on a winning streak latel; 

In fact, my whole life is just one big winning streak, he though 
If anyone needed a legal favor in New Orleans, Perry Po{ 
was the attorney to see. His power came from his connectioi 
with the Orsatti Family. He was known as The Arranger, ar 
could fix anything from a traffic ticket to a drug-dealing chari 
to a murder rap. Life was good. 

When Anthony Orsatti arrived, he brought a guest with hir 
“Joe Romano won’t be playin' anymore,” Orsatti announce 
“You all know Inspector Newhouse.” 

The men shook hands all around. 

“Drinks are on the sideboard, gentlemen,” Perry Pope sai 
‘We’ll have supper later. Why don’t we start a little actit 
going?” 

The men took their accustomed chairs around the green ft 
table in the den. Orsatti pointed to Joe Romano’s vacant cht 
and said to Inspector Newhouse, “That’ll be your seat fro 
now on, Mel.” 

While one of the men opened fresh decks of cards. Pope b 
\gan distributing poker chips. He explained to Inspector Nei 
"'use, “The black chips are five dollars, red chips ten dollar 
• chips fifty dollars, white chips a hundred. Each man star 
out buying five hundred dollars’ worth of chips. We play tab 
stakes, three raises, dealer’s choice.” 

“Sounds good to me,” the inspector said. 

Anthony Orsatti was in a bad mood. “Come on. Let’s, g 
started.” His voice was a strangled whisper. Not a good sig 
Perry Pope would have given a great deal to learn what hau 
happened to Joe Romano, but the lawyer knew better than to 
bring up the subject. Orsatti would discuss it with him. when 
he was ready. 

Orsatti’s thoughts were black: I been like a father to Joe 
Romano. I trusted him, made him my chief lieutenant. And 
the son of abitchstabbednie in the back. If that dizzy French 
dame hadn't telephoned, he might have gotten away with it, 
too. Well, he won’t ever get away with nothin' again. Not 
where he is. If he's so clever, let him fuck around with the Jish 
down there. 




“Tony, are you in or out?” 

Anthony Orsatti turned his attention back to the game. Huge 
urns of money had been won and lost at this table. It always 
pset Anthony Orsatti to lose, and it had nothing to do. with 
loney. He could not bear to be on the losing end of anything, 
le thought of himself as a natural-born winner. Only winners 
Dse to his position in life. For the last six weeks, Perry Pope 
ad been on some kind of crazy winning streak, and tonight 
tnthony Orsatti was determined to break it. 

Since they played dealer’s choice, each dealer chose the game 
n which he felt the strongest. Hands were dealt for five-card 
tud, seven-card stud, low ball, draw poker— but tonight, no 
natter which game was chosen, Anthony Orsatti kept finding 
limself on the losing end. He began to increase his bets, play- 
ng recklessly, trying to reco up his losses. By midnight when 
hey stopped to have the meaTAndre had prepared, Orsatti was 
>ut $50,000, with Perry Pope the big winner. 

The food was delicious. Usually Orsatti enjoyed the free 
nidnight snack, but this evening he was impatient to get back 
:o the table. 

“You’re not eating, Tony,” Perry Pope said. 

“I’m not hungry.” Orsatti reached for the silver coffee urn 
at his side, poured coffee into a Victoria-patterned Herend- 
china cup, and sat down at the poker table. He watched the 
others eat and wished they would hurry. He was impatient to 
win his money back. As he started to stir his coffee, a small 
particle fell into his cup. Distastefully, Orsatti removed the 
particle with a spoon and examined it. It appeared to be a piece 
of plaster. He looked up at the ceiling, and something hit him 
on the forehead. He suddenly became aware of a scurrying 
noise overhead. 


What the hell s goin on upstairs?” Anthony Orsatti asked. 
Perry Pope was in the middle of telling an anecdote to In- 
spector Newhouse. “I’m sorry, what did you say, Tony 1 *” 
The scurrying noise was more noticeable now. Bits of pias- 
ter began to trickle onto the green felt. 

“It sounds to me like you have mice,” the senator said. 

No m this house.” Perry Pope was indignant. 

Well, you sure as hell got somethin’,” Orsatti growled. 
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A larger piece of plaster fell on the green felt table. 

“I'll have Andre take care of it," Pope said. “If we're fin- 
ished eating, why don't we get back to the game?” 

Anthony Orsatti was staring up at a small hole in the ceiling 
directly above his head. “Hold it. Let's go take a look up 
there.” 

“What for, Tony? Andre can—" 

Orsatti had already risen and started for the stairway. The 
others looked at one another, then hurried after him. 

“A squirrel probably got into the attic,” Perry Pope guessed. 
“This time of year they’re all over the place. Probably hiding 
his nuts for the winter.” He laughed at his little joke. 

When they reached the door to the attic, Orsatti pushed it 
open, and Perry Pope turned on the light. They caught a 
glimpse of two white hamsters frantically racing around the 
room. 

“Jesus!" Perry Pope said. “I've got rats!” 

Anthony Orsatti was not listening. He was staring at the 
room. In the middle of the attic was a camp chair with a packet 
of sandwiches on top of it and two open cans of beer. On the 
floor next to the chair was a pair of binoculars. 

Orsatti walked over to them, picked up the objects one by 
one, and examined them. Then he got down on his knees on 
the dusty floor and moved the_tiny. wooden cylinder, thatcon- 
ceaied a peephole that had been drilled into the ceiling. Or- 
satti put. his. eye. to the pe'eph'bleTDfrectiy beneath HliiltiieTcaid 
.table. was clearly .visible.^" “ 

Perry Pope was standing in the middle of the attic, 
dumbfounded. “Who the hell put all this junk up here? I’m 
going to raise hell with Andre about this.” 

Orsatti rose slowly to his feet and brushed the dust from his 
trousers. 

Perry Pope glanced down at the floor. “Look!” he ex- 
claimed. “They left a goddamned hole in the ceiling. Work- 
men today aren’t worth a shit." 

He crouched down and took a look through the hole, and 
his face suddenly lost its color. He stood up and looked around 
wildly, to find all the men staring at him. 

“Hey!” Perry Pope said. “You don’t think I—? Come on. 
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lias, this is me. I don’t know anything about this. I would 
leat you. My God, we’re friends!” His hand flew to 
outh, and he began biting furiously at his cuticles. 

Orsatti patted him on the arm. “Don’t worry about it.” 1 
lice was almost inaudible. 

Perry Pope kept gnawing desperately at the raw flesh of 
jht thumb. 
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cidents to handling felonies and capital crimes, and by the time 
he reached the big leagues, he was an expert at suborning ju- 
ries, discrediting witnesses, and bribing anyone who could help 
his case. In short, he was Anthony Orsatti’s kind of man, and 
it was inevitable that the paths of the two should cross. It was 
a marriage made in Mafia heaven. Lawrence became the 
mouthpiece for the Orsatti Family, and when the timing was 
right, Orsatti had him elevated to a judgeship. 


“I don’t know how you kimnaiLthe judge,” Ernestine said. 
“He’s rich an’ powerful an’ untouchable.” 

“He’s rich and powerful,” Tracy corrected her, “but he’s 
not untouchable.” 

Tracy had worked out her plan, but when she telephoned 
Judge Lawrence’s chambers, she knew, immediately, that she 
would have to change it. 

“I’d like to speak to Judge Lawrence, please.” 

A secretary said, “I’m sorry. Judge Lawrence is not in.” 

“When do you expect him?” Tracy asked. 

“I really couldn’t say.” 

“It’s very important. Will he be in tomorrow morning?” 

"No. Judge Lawrence is out of town.” 

“Oh. Perhaps I can reach him somewhere?” 

"I'm afraid that would be impossible. His Honor is out of 
the country.” 

Tracy carefully kept the disappointment from her voice. “I 
see. May I ask where?” 


* 

r 


“His Honor is in Europe, attending anjnternational judi- 
ciary symposium.” 

“What a shame,” Tracy said. 

“Who's calling, please?” 


Tracy’s mind was racing. “This is Elizabeth Rowane Das- 
tin, chairwoman of the southern division of the American Trial 
Lawyers Association. We’re having our annual awards din- 
ner in New Orleans on the twentieth of this month, and weV 
chosen Judge Henry Lawrence to be our man of the year.” 

That s lovely,” the judge's secretary said, “but I’m afra'd 
His Honor won t be back by then.” ra *° 

"What a pity. We were all so looking forward to hear, 'ns 
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one of his famous speeches. Judge Lawrence was the unani- 
mous choice of our selection committee.” 

“HeTl be disappointed to niiss.it.” 

“Yes. I’m sure you know what a great honor this is. Some 
of our country’s most prominent judges have been chosen in 
the past. Wait a minute! I have an idea. Do you suppose the 
judge might tape a brief acceptance speech for us— a few words 
of thanks, perhaps?” 

“Well, I— I really can’t say. He has a very busy schedule—” 

“There’ll be a great deal of national television and news- 
paper coverage.” 

There was a silence. Judge Lawrence’s secretar ew how 
much His Honor enjoyed media coverage. In fac s far as 
she could see, the tour he was presently on seemed 2 mainly 
for that purpose. 

She said, “Perhaps he might find time to record ; v words 
for you. I could ask him.” 

“Oh, that would be wonderful,” Tracy enthused. “It would 
really make the whole evening.” 

"Would you like His Honor to address his remarks toward 
anything specific?” 

“Oh, definitely. We’d like him to talk about — •” She hesi- 
tated. “I’m afraid it’s a bit complicated. It would be better if 
I could explain it to him directly.” 

There was a momentary silence. The secretary faced ajii- 
lemrna^She had orders not to reveal her boss’s itinerary. On 
the other hand, it would be just like him to blame her if he 
missed receiving an award as important as this. 

She said, “I’m reaily not supposed to give out any infor- 
mation, but I’m sure he would want me to make an exception 
for something as prestigious as this. You can reach him in 
Moscow, at the Rossia Hotel. He’ll be there for the next five 
days, and after that — " 

“Wonderful. I’ll get in touch with him right away. Thank 
you so much.” 

“Thank yon. Miss Dastin." 

The cables were addressed to Judge Henry Lawrence, Ros- 
sia Hotel, Moscow. The first cable read: 
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American spies trying to undermine our great motherland.” 

By the time the American ambassador was permitted to visit 
him. Judge Henry Lawrence had lost fifteen pounds. He could 
not remember the last time his captors had allowed him to 
sleep, and he was a trembling wreck of a man. 

“Why are they doing this to me?” the judge croaked. “I’m 
an American citizen. I’m a judge. For God’s sake, get me out 
of here!” 

“I’m doing everything I can,” the ambassador assured him. 
He was shocked by Lawrence’s appearance. The ambassador 
had greeted Judge Lawrence and the other members of the Ju- 
diciary Committee when they had arrived two weeks earlier. 
The man the ambassador met then bore no resemblance to the 
cringing, terrified creature who groveled before him now. 

What the hell are the Russians up to this time? the ambas- 
sador wondered. The judge is no more a spy than I am. Then 
he thought wryly , 1 suppose 1 could have chosen a better ex- 
ample. 

The ambassador demanded to see the president of the Pol- 
itburo, and when the request was refused, he settled for one 
of the ministers. 

“I must make a formal protest,” the ambassador angrily 
declared. “Your country’s behavior in the treatment of Judge 
Henry Lawrence is inexcusable. To call a man of his stature 
a S 0 is ridiculous.” 

« you’re quite finished,” the minister said coldly, “you will 
please take a look at these.” — 

He handed copies of the cables to the ambassador. 

The ambassador read them and looked up, bewildered. 
“What’s wrong with them? They’re perfectly innocent." 

“Really? Perhaps yon had better read them again. De- 
coded.” He handed the ambassador another copy of the ca- 
bles. Every fourth word had been underlined. 

NEXT JUDICIARY COUNCIL MEETING CAN NOW BE ARRANGED. 

CONFIRM CONVENIENT DATE AS SPACE MUST BE REQUESTED. 


BORIS 
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Each agency was sure that Judge Henry Lawrence had been 
sent abroad by one of the others. 

“Well, you’ve got to admire his guts,” the head of the CIA 
said. “He’s tough. He hasn’t confessed and he hasn’t named 
names. To tell you the truth, I wish we had a lot more like 
him.” 

Things were not going well for Anthony Orsatti, and the capo 
was unable to figure out why. For the first time in his life, his 
luck was going bad. It had started with Joe Romano’s defec- 
tion, then Perry Pope, and now the judge was gone, mixed up 
in some crazy spy deal. They had all been an intrinsic part of 
Orsatti 's machine — people he had relied on. 

Joe Romano had been the linchpin in the Family organiza- 
tion, and Orsatti had not found anyone to take his place. The 
business was being run slopRily, and complaints were coming 
in from people who had never dared complain before. The word 
was out that Tony Orsatti was getting old, that he couldn’t keep 
his men in line, that his organization was coming apart. 

The final straw was a telephone call from New Jersey. 

“We hear you’re in a little trouble back there, Tony. We’d 
like to help you out.” 

“1 ain’t in no trouble,” Orsatti bristled. “Sure, I’ve had a 
couple a problems lately, but they’re all straightened out.” 

“That’s not what we hear, Tony. The word’s out that youi 
town’s goin’ a little wild; there’s no one controlling it.” 

“ I'm controlling it.” 

“Maybe it’s too much for you. Could be you’re working toe 
hard. Maybe you need a little rest.” 

“This is my town. No one’s takin’ it away from me.” 

“Hey, Tony, who said anything about taking it away from 
you? We just want to help. The Families back east got to- 
gether and decided to send a few of our people down there tc 
give you a little hand. There’s nothing wrong with that be- 
tween old friends, is there?” 

Anthony Orsatti felt a deep chijl gojhrough him. There wa« 
only one thing wrong with it: The. little.hand_.Nyas going to be 
come a big hanch and it was goingjo snowball. ~ 
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Ernestine had prepared shrimp gumbo for dinner, and it was 
simmering on the stove while she and Tracy waited for A1 to 
arrive. The September heat wave had burned itself deeply into 
everyone’s nerves, and when A! finally walked into the small 
apartment, Ernestine screamed, “Where the hell you been? The 
fuckin’ dinner’s burning, and so am I.” 

But Al’s spirits were too euphoric to be affected. “I been 
busy dfggin’ the scam, woman. An’ wait’ll you hear what I 
got.’’ He turned to Tracy. “The mob’s puttin’ the arm on Tony 
Orsatti. The Family from New Jersey’s cornin’ in to take over.” 
His face split into a broad grin. “You got the son of a bitch!” 
He looked into Tracy’s eyes, and his smile died. “Ain’t you 
happy, Tracy?” 

What a strange word, Tracy thought. Happy. She had for- 
gotten what it meant. She wondered whether she would ever 
be happy again, whether she would ever feel any normal emo- 
tions again. For so long now, her every waking thought had 
been to avenge what had been done to her mother and herself. 
And now that it was almost finished, there was only an emp- 
tiness inside her. ■ ‘ 

The following morning Tracy stopped at a florist. “I want 
some flowers delivered to Anthony Orsatti. A funeral wreath 
of white carnations on a stand, with a wide ribbon. I want the 
nbbon to read: ‘rest in peace.’ ” She wrote out a card It 
said, FROM DORIS WHITNEY’S DAUGHTER. 
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Philadelphia 

Tuesday, October 7 — 4:00 p.m. 

It was time to deal with Charles Stanhope III. The othei 
had been strangers. Charles had been her lover, the father < 
her unborn child, and he had turned his back on both of then 

Ernestine and A1 had been at the New Orleans Airport 
see Tracy off. 

“I’m gonna miss you,” Ernestine had said. “You sure s 
this town on its ass. They oughta run you for people’s mayor 

“Whatcha gonna do in Philiy?” A1 had asked. 

She had told them half the truth. “Go back to my old j 
at the bank." 

Ernestine and A1 had exchanged a glance. "They — er— kn< 
you’re cornin’?" 

“No. But the vice-president likes me. There won’t bt 
problem. Good computer operators are hard to find.” 
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“Well, good fuck. Keep in touch, ya hear? And stay out of 
trouble, girl.” 

Thirty minutes later Tracy had been in the air, bound for 
Philadelphia. 

She checked into the Hilton Hotel and steamed out her one 
good dress over the hot tub. At 11:00 the following morning 
she walked into the bank and approached Clarence Des- 
mond’s secretary. 

“Hello, Mae.” 

The girl stared at Tracy as though she were seeing a ghost. 
“Tracy!” She did not know where to look. “I— how are you?” 
“Fine. Is Mr. Desmond in?" 

“I— I don’t know. Let me see. Excuse me.” She rose from 
her chair, flustered, and hurried into the vice-president’s of- 
fice. 

She came out a few moments later. “You may go in." She 
edged away as Tracy walked toward the door. 

What’s the matter with her? Tracy wonder? ‘ . 

, Clarence Desmond was standing next to hi 
“Hello, Mr. Desmond. Well, I’ve come 
■ * 

What for?” His tone was unfriendly 
* ♦ 

It caught Tracy by surprise. She pressed on 
was the best computer operator you had . 
ought-r-” 

“You thought I’d give you back your old * 

“Well, yes, sir. I haven’t forgotten any ol 
ill—’’. 

“Miss Whitney.” It was no longer Tracy, 
hat you’re asking is quite out of the 
tn understand that our customers would not 
imeone who served time in the penitentiar 
:ry arid attempted murder. That would hard 
gh ethical image. I think it unlikely that 
ound, any bank would hire you. I would 
y to find employment more suitable to „ 
hope you understand there is nothing 



diunctt 


Tracy listened to his words, first with shock and uien with 
owing anger. He made her sound like an outcast, <* | r P»- 
'e wouldn’t want to lose you. You’re one of our most valu- 

)le employees. ,. 

“Was there anything else, Miss Whitney ?” It v/as a dis- 


There were a hundred things Tracy wanted to say, but she 
new they would do no good. “No. 1 think you ve said it all. 
racy turned and walked out the office door, her face burn- 
ig. All the bank employees seemed to be staring at her. Mae 
ad spread the word: The convict had come back. Tracy moved 
award the exit, head held high, dying inside. 1 can’t lei them 
lo this to me. My pride is all 1 have left , and no one is going 


o take that away from me. 


Tracy stayed in her room all day, miserable. Ho w could she 
lave been naive enough to believe that they would welcome 
ler back with open arms? She v/as notorious now, “You’re 
he headline in the Philadelphia Daily News." V/ell, lo hell with 
Philadelphia, Tracy thought. She had some unfinished busi- 
ness there, but when that v/as done, she would leave. She 
would go to New York, v/here she would be anonymous. The 
decision made her feel better. 

That evening, Tracy treated herself to dinner at the Cafe 
Royal. After the sordid meeting with Clarence Desmond that 
morning, she needed the reassuring atmosphere of soft lights, 
elegant surroundings, and soothing music. She ordered a vodka 
martini, and as the waiter brought it to her table, Tracy glanced 
up, and her heart suddenly skipped a beat. Seated in a booth 
across the room v/ere Charles and his wife. They had not yet 
seen her. Tracy’s first impulse v/as to get up and leave. She 
was not ready to face Charles, not until she had a chance to 
put her plan into action. 


■‘Would you like to order now?” the captain was asking, 

I U-~*I 11 wait, thank you." She had to dsekie whsthsr 
was going to stay. 

She looked over at Charles again, and an astonishing pi» 
nomenon occurred: it v/as as though she v/ere fookma at a 
linger. She was seeing a sdJow, dmwn-lookir.g, middled. 
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balding man, with stooped shoulders and an air of ineffable 
boredom on his face. It was impossible to believe that she had 
once thought she loved this man, that she had slept with him, 
planned to spend the rest of her life with him. Tracy glanced 
at his wife. She wore the same bored expression as Charles. 
They gave the impression of two people trapped together for 
eternity, frozen in time. They simply sat there, speaking not 
one word to each other. Tracy could visualize the endless, 
tedious years ahead of the two of them. No love. No joy. That 
is. Charles's punishment, Tracy thought, and she felt a sudden 
surge of release, a freedom from the deep, dark, emotional 
chains that had bound her. 

Tracy signaled to the captain and said, “I’m ready to order 
now.” 

It was over. The past was finally buried. 

It was not until Tracy returned to her hotel room that eve- 
ning that she remembered she was owed money from the bank’s 
employees’ fund. She sat down and calculated the amount. It 
came to $1,375.65. 

She composed a letter to Clarence Desmond, and two days 
later she received a reply from Mae. 
i. Dear Miss Whitney: 

In response to your request, Mr. Desmond has asked me to in- 
<■ form you that because of the morals policy in the employees' 

financial plan, your share has reverted to the general fund. 

He wants to assure you that he bears no personal ill will 

toward you. 

Sincerely, 

Mae Trenton 

Secretary to the Senior Vice-president 

Tracy could not believe it. They were stealing her money, 
and doing it under the pretext of protecting the morals of the 
bank! She was outraged. I’m not going to let them cheat me, 
she vowed. No one is ever going to cheat me again. 

Tracy stood outside the familiar entrance to the Philadel- 
phia Trust and Fidelity Bank. She wore a long black wig and 
heavy, dark makeup, with a raw red scar on her chin. If any- 
thing went wrong, it would be the scar they remembered. De- 
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“Gonzales. My mother, she married her uncle.” 

“And your date of birth?” 

“December twentieth, 1958.” 

“Place of birth?” 

. “Ciudad de Mexico.” 

<; “Mexico City. Sign here.” 

weel have to use my left hand,” Tracy said. She picked 
/ up a pen and clumsily scrawled out an illegible signature. Jon 
Creighton wrote out a deposit slip. 

“I’ll give you a temporary checkbook. Your printed checks 
will be mailed to you in three or four weeks.” 

“Bueno. Muchas gracias, sehor.” 

“Yeah." 

He watched her walk out of the bank. Fuckin' spic. 

There are numerous illegal ways to gain entry to a com- 
puter, and Tracy was an expert. She had helped set up the 
security system at the Philadelphia Trust and Fidelity Bank, 
and now she was about to circumvent it. 

Her first step was to find a computer store, where she could 
use a terminal to tap into the bank’s computer. The store, 
several blocks from the bank, was almost empty. 

>\ An eager salesman approached Tracy. "May I help you, 
miss?” 

"* "Eso si que no, sehor. I am just looking.” 

His eye was caught by a teen-ager playing a computer game. 
“Excuse me.” He hurried away. 

Tracy turned to the desk-model computer in front of her, 
which was connected to a telephone. Getting into the system 
would be easy, but without the proper access code, she was 
Stymied, and the access code was changed daily. Tracy had 
been at the meeting when the original authorization code had 
been decided on. 

“We must keep changing it,” Clarence Desmond had said, 
“so no one can break in; yet we want to keep it simple enough 
for people who are authorized to use it.” 

The code they had finally settled on used the four seasons 
of the year and the current day’s date. 

Tracy turned on the terminal and tapped out the code for 
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he Philadelphia Trust and Fidelity Bank. She heard a high- 
iltched whine and placed the telephone receiver into the 
erminal modem. A sign flashed on the small screen. YOUR 

IUTH0R1ZAT10N CODE, PLEASE? 

Today was the tenth. 

, fall io, Tracy tapped out. 

that is an improper authorization code. The com- 
puter screen went blank. 

' Had they changed the code? Out of the corner of her eye, 
rracy saw the salesman coming toward her again. She moved 
over to another computer, gave it a casual glance, and ambled 
along the aisle. The salesman checked his stride. A looker, he 
decided. He hurried forward to greet a prosperous-looking 
couple coming in the door. Tracy returned to the desk-model 


computer. 

She tried to put herself into Clarence Desmond’s mind. He 
was a creature of habit, and Tracy was sure he would not have 
varied the code too much. He had probably kept the original 
concept of the seasons and the numbers, but how had he 
changed them? It would have been too complicated to reverse 
all the numbers, so he had probably shifted the seasons around. 

Tracy tried again. 

YOUR AUTHORIZATION CODE, PLEASE? 

WINTER 10. 


THAT IS AN IMPROPER AUTHORIZATION CODE. The blank 
screen again. 

It's not going to work, Tracy thought despairingly. I’ll stive 
it one more try. 

YOUR AUTHORIZATION CODE, PLEASE? 

SPRING 10. 

annM»SkMi Went blank for a moment ’ ai *d then the message 
appeared: please proceed. • 

-SI? She q " ickly wed oul; 00 

ca,w of avai,able 

DO YOU WISH TO 
A DEPOSIT MONEY 
B TRANSFER MONEY 
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C WITHDRAW MONEY FROM SAVINGS ACCOUNT 

D INTERBRANCH TRANSFER 

E WITHDRAW MONEY FROM CHECKING ACCOUNT 

PLEASE ENTER YOUR CHOICE 

Tracy chose B. The screen went blank and a new menu ap- 
peared. 

AMOUNT OF TRANSFER? 

WHERETO? 

WHERE FROM? 

She typed in: from general reserve fund to rita gon- 
zales. When she came to the amount, she hesitated for aa 
instant. Tempting, Tracy thought. Since she had access, there 
was no limit to the amount the now subservient computer would 
give her. She could have taken millions. But she was no thief 
All she wanted was what was rightfully owed her. 

She typed in $1,375.65, and added Rita Gonzales’s ac- 
count number. 

Hie screen flashed: transaction completed, do you wish 
other transactions? 

NO. 

SESSION COMPLETED. THANK YOU. 

The money would automatically be transferred by CHIPS, 
the Clearing House Interbank Payment System that kept track 
( of the $220 billion shifted from bank to bank every day. 

' The store clerk was approaching Tracy again, frowning. 
Tracy hurriedly pressed a key, and the screen went blank. 

“Are you interested in purchasing this machine, miss?” , 

“No, gracias Tracy apologized. “I don’ understan’ these 
computers.” 

She telephoned the bank from a comer drug store and asked 
to speak to the head cashier. 

“ Hold . Thees is Rita Gonzales. I would like to have my 
checkin’ account transferred to the main branch of the First 
Hanover Bank of New York City, por favor." 

“Your account number, Miss Gonzales?” 

Tracy gave it to her. 

An hour later Tracy had checked out of the Hilton and was 
on her way to New York City. 

When the First Hanover Bank of New York opened at 10:00 



great deal less than she had been used to, but at least it was 
enough to support herself. 

On her second day, a hysterical customer recognized her and 
informed the floor manager that she refused to be waited on 
by a murderess who had drowned a small child. Tracy was 
given no chance to explain. She was discharged immediately. 

.-■•It seemed to Tracy that the men upon whom she had ex- 
acted vengeance had had the last word after all. They had 
turned her into a public criminal, an outcast. The unfairness 
of what was happening to her was corrosive. She had no idea 
how she was going to live, and for the first time she began to 
have a feeling of desperation. That night she looked through 
her purse to see how much money remained, and tucked away 
in a corner of her wallet she came across the slip of paper that 
Betty Franciscus had given her in prison, conrad Morgan, 
jeweler, 640 fifth avenue, new YORK ctTY. He's into crimi- 
nal reform . He likes to give a hand to people who’ve been in 
prison. 

Conrad Morgan et Cie Jewelers was an elegant establish- 
ment, with a liveried doorman on the outside and an armed 
guard on the inside. The shop itself was tastefully under- 
stated, but the jewels were exquisite and expensive, 
j Tracy told the receptionist inside, "I’d like to see Mr. Con- 
:?rad Morgan, please.” 

‘‘Do you have an appointment?” 

‘‘No. A — a mutual friend suggested that I see him.” 

“Your name?” 

“Tracy Whitney.” 

“Just a moment, please.” 

The receptionist picked up a telephone and murmured 
something into it that Tracy could not hear. She replaced the 
receiver. “Mr. Morgan is occupied just now. He wonders if 
you could come back at six o’clock.” 

“Yes, thank you,” Tracy said. 

She walked out of the shop and stood on the sidewalk, un- 
certainly. Coming to New York had been a mistake. There was 
probably nothing Conrad Morgan could do for her. And why 
should he? She was a complete stranger to him. He'll give me 
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a lecture and a handout. Well, l don’t need either. Not from 
him or anyone else. I’m a survivor. Somehow I'm going 
to make it. To hell with Conrad Morgan. I won’t go back to 

see him. . 

Tracy wandered the streets aimlessly, passing the glittering 
salons of Fifth Avenue, the guarded apartment buildings on 
Park Avenue, the bustling shops on Lexington and Third. She 
walked the streets of New York mindlessly, seeing nothing, 
filled with a bitter frustration. 

At 6:00 she found herself back on Fifth Avenue, in front ol 
Conrad Morgan et Cie Jewelers. The doorman was gone, and 
the door was locked. Tracy pounded on the door in a gesture 
of defiance and then turned away, but to her surprise, the dooi 
suddenly opened. 

An avuncular-looking man stood there looking at her. He 
was bald, with ragged tufts of gray hair above his ears, and he 
had a jolly, rubicund face and twinkling blue eyes. He lookec 
like a cheery little gnome. “You must be Miss Whitney?” 

“Yes. ...” 

“I’m Conrad Morgan. Please, do come in, won’t you?” 

Tracy entered the deserted store. 

"I’ve been waiting for you,” Conrad Morgan said. “Let’; 
go into my office where we can talk.” 

He led her through the store to a closed door, which he un 
locked with a key. His office was elegantly furnished, and i 
looked more like an apartment than a place of business, witl 
no desk, just couches, chairs, and tables artfully placed. Th< 
walls were covered with old masters. 

"Would you care for a drink?” Conrad Morgan offered 
"Whiskey, cognac, or perhaps sherry?" 

"No, nothing, thank you.” 

Tracy was suddenly nervous. She had dismissed the idea tha 
this man would do anything to help her, yet at the same tirru 
she found herself desperately hoping that he could. 

"Betty Franciscus suggested that I look you up, Mr. Moi 
gan. She said you — you helped people who have been in . . 
trouble.” She could not bring herself to say prison. 

Conrad Morgan clasped his hands together, and Tracy nc 
ticed how beautifully manicured they were. 
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“Poor Betty. Such a lovely lady. She was unlucky, y< 
know.” 

“Unlucky?” 

“Yes. She got caught.” 

“I — I don’t understand.” 

“It’s really quite simple. Miss Whitney; Betty used to wo 
for me. She was well protected. "Then the poor dear fell in !o 
with a chauffeur from New Orleans and went off on her ow 
And, well . . . they caught her.” 

~ Tracy was confused. “She worked for you here as a sale 
lady?” 

Conrad Morgan sat back and laughed until his eyes filled wi 
tears. “No, my dear,” he said, wiping the tears away. “0 
viously, Betty didn’t explain everything to you.” He learn 
back in his chair and steepled his fingers. “I have a very prc 
itable little sideline. Miss Whitney, and I take great pleasu 
in sharing those profits with my colleagues. I have been me 
successful employing people like yourself— if you’ll forgi' 
me— who have served time in prison.” 

Tracy studied his face, more puzzled that ever. 

“I’m in a unique position, you see. I have an extreme 
wealthy clientele. My clients become my friends. They co 
fide in me.” He tapped his fingers together delicately. “I kne 
when my customers take trips. Very few people travel wi 
jewelry in these parlous times, so their jewels are locked aw; 
at home. I recommend to them the security measures tht 
should take to protect them. I know exactly what jewels th< 
own because they purchased them from me. They—” 

Tracy found herself on her feet. “Thank you for your tim 
Mr. Morgan.” 

“Surely you’re not leaving already?” 

“If you’re saying what I think you’re saying— 

“Yes. Indeed, I am.” 

She could feel her cheeks burning. “I’m not a criminal, 
came here looking for a job.” 

“And I’m offering you one, my dear. It will take an hour < 
two of your time, and I can promise you twenty-five thousan 
dollars.” He smiled impishly. “Tax free, of course/’ 
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Tracy was fighting hard to control her anger. “I’m not in- 

crested. Would you let me out, please?” 

"Certainly, if that is what you wish.” He rose to his feet 
md showed her to the door. “You must understand. Miss 
Whitney, that if there were the slightest danger of anyone s 
being caught, 1 would not be involved in this. I have my rep- 
utation to protect.” 

“I promise you I won’t say anything about it, Tracy said 
coldly. 

He grinned. "There’s really nothing you could say, my dear, 
is there? I mean, who would believe you? I am Conrad Mor- 
gan.” 

As they reached the front entrance of the store, Morgan said, 
“You will let me know if you change your mind, won’t you? 
The best time to telephone me is after six o’clock in the eve- 
ning. I'll wait for your call.” 

"Don’t,” Tracy said curtly, and she walked out into the ap- 
proaching night. When she reached her room, she was still 
trembling. 

She sent the hotel's one bellboy out for a sandwich and cof- 
fee. She did not feel like facing anyone. The meeting with 
Conrad Morgan had made her feel unclean. He had lumped 
her with all the sad, confused, and beaten criminals she had 
been surrounded by at the Southern Louisiana Penitentiary for 
Women. She was not one of them. She was Tracy Whitney, a 
computer expert, a decent, law-abiding citizen. 

Whom no one would hire. 

Tracy lay awake all night thinking about her future. She had 
no job, and very little money left. She made two resolutions: 
In the morning she would move to a cheaper place and she 
would find a job. Any kind of job. 

The cheaper place turned out to be a dreary fourth-floor walk- 
up, one-room apartment on the Lower East Side. From her 
room, through the paper-thin walls, Tracy could hear her 
neighbors screaming at one another in foreign languages. The 
windows and doors of the small stores that lined the streets 
were heavily barred, and Tracy could understand why. The 
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neighborhood seemed to be populated by drunks, prostitutes, 
and bag ladies. 

On her way to the market to shop, Tracy was accosted three 
times-— twice by men and once by a woman. ** 

/ can stand it. I won’t be here long, Tracy assured herself. 

She went to a small employment agency a few blocks from 
her apartment. It was run by a Mrs. Murphy, a matronly look- 
ing, heavy-set lady. She put down Tracy’s rdsumd and studied 
her quizzically “I don’t know what you need me for. There 
must be a dozen companies that’d give their eyeteeth to get 
someone like you.” 

Tracy took a deep breath. ‘‘I have a problem,” she said. 
She explained as Mrs. Murphy sat listening quietly, and when 
Tracy was finished, Mrs. Murphy said flatly, “You can forget 
about looking for a computer job.” 

“But you said — ” 

“Companies are jumpy these days about computer crimes. 
They’re not gonna hire anybody with a record.” 

“But I need a job. I — ” 

“There are other kinds of jobs. Have you thought about 
working as a saleslady?” 

Tracy remembered her experience at the department store. 
She could not bear to go through that again. “Is there any- 
thing else?” 

The woman hesitated. Tracy Whitney was obviously over- 
qualified for the job Mrs. Murphy had in mind. “Look,” she 
said. “1 know this isn’t up your alley, but there’s a waitress 
job open at Jackson Hole. It’s a hamburger place on the Up- 
per East Side.” 

“A waitress job?” 

“Yeah. If you take it, I won’t charge you any commission. 
I just happened to hear about it.” 

Tracy sat there, debating. She had waited on tables in 
college. Then it had been fun. Now it was a question of 
surviving. 

“I’ll try it,” she said. 
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Jackson Hole was bedlam, packed with noisy and impatient 
;ustomers, and harassed, irritable fry cooks. The food was good 
md the prices reasonable, and the place was always jammed, 
rhe waitresses worked at a frantic pace with no time to relax, 
md by the end of the first day Tracy was exhausted. But she 
was earning money. 

At noon on the second day, as Tracy was serving a table 
filled with salesmen, one of the men ran his hand up her skirt, 
and Tracy dropped a bowl of chili on his head. That was the 
end of the job. 

She returned to Mrs. Murphy and reported what had hap- 
pened. 

“I may have some good news,” Mrs. Murphy said. “The 
Wellington Arms needs an assistant housekeeper. I’m going 
to send you over there.” 

The Wellington Arms was a small, elegant hotel on Park 
Avenue that catered to the rich and famous. Tracy was inter- 
viewed by the housekeeper and hired. The work was not dif- 
ficult, the staff was pleasant, and the hours reasonable. 

A week after she started, Tracy was summoned to the 
housekeeper’s office. The assistant manager was also there. 

“Did you check Suite eight-twenty-seven today?” the 
housekeeper asked Tracy. The suite was occupied by Jennifer 
Marlowe, a Hollywood actress. Part of Tracy’s job was to in- 
spect each suite and see that the maids had done their work 
properly. 

“Why, yes,” she said. 

“What time?" 

“At two o’clock. Is something wrong?” 

The assistant manager spoke up. “At three o’clock Miss 
Marlowe returned and discovered that a valuable diamond ring 
was missing.” 

Tracy could feel her body grow tense. 

“Did you go into the bedroom, Tracy?” 

"Yes. I checked every room.” 

When you were in the bedroom, did you see any iewelrv 
lying around?” 

“Why ... no. I don’t think so.” 
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The assistant manager pounced on it. “You don’t think so? 
You’re not sure?” 

“I wasn't looking for jewelry,” Tracy said. “I was check- 
ing the beds and towels.” 

“Miss Marlowe insists that her ring was on the dressing ta- 
ble when she left the suite." 

“I don’t know anything about it." 

“No one else has access to that room. The maids have been 
with us for many years.” 

“1 didn’t take it." 

The assistant manager sighed. “We’re going to have to call 
in the police to investigate.” 

“It had to be someone else,” Tracy cried. “Or perhaps Miss 
Marlowe misplaced it.” 

“With your record — ” the assistant manager said. 

And there it was, out in the open. With your record . . . . 

, “I’ll have to ask you to please wait in the security office ; 
until the police get here.” 

Tracy felt her face flush. “Yes, sir.” 

She was accompanied to the office by one of the security 
guards, and she felt as though she were back in prison again. 
She had read of convicts being hounded because they had 
prison records, but it had never occurred to her that this kind 
of thing could happen to her. They had stuck a label on her, 

;> and they expected her to live up to it. Or down to it, Tracy 
i thought bitterly. 

,1 Thirty minutes later the assistant manager walked into the j 
office, smiling. “Well!” he said. “Miss Marlowe found her ring. ! 
She had misplaced it, after ail. It was just a little mistake," 1 

“Wonderful,” Tracy said. | 

She walked out of the office and headed for Conrad Morgan | 

et Cie Jewelers. 1 

! 

“It’s ridiculously simple,” Conrad Morgan was saying. “A j 
client of mine, Lois Bellamy, has gone to Europe. Her house 
is in Sea Cliff, on Long Island. On weekends the servants are | 
off, so there’s no one there. A private patrol makes a check j 
evey four hours. You can be in and out of the house in a few j 
minutes.” ] 

1 
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They were seated in Conrad Morgan’s omce. 

“I know the alarm system, and I have the ccmcinanc-n to 
the safe. All you have to do, my dear, is walk in, pick a? Lae 
jewels, and walk out again. You bring the jewels to me, I take 
them out of their settings, recut the larger ones, and sell then 

again.” _ — 

“If it’s so simple, why don’t you do it yourseif?” iracy 

asked bluntly. 

His blue eyes twinkled. “Because Fm going to be out of town 
on business. Whenever one of these little 'incidents’ occurs, 
Fm always out of town on business.” 

“I see.” 

“If you have any scruples about the robbery hurting Mrs. 
Bellamy, you needn’t have. She’s really quite a horrible 
woman, who has houses all over the world filled with expen- 
sive goodies. Besides, she’s insured for twice the amount the 
jewels are worth. Naturally, I did all the appraisals.” 

Tracy sat there looking at Conrad Morgan, thinking, 1 must 
be crazy. I’m sitting here calmly discussing a jewel robbery 
with this man. 

“I don’t want to go back to prison, Mr. Morgan.” 

“There’s no danger of that. Not one of my people has ever 
been caught. Not while they were working for me. Well . . . 
what do you say?” 

That was obvious. She was going to say no. The whole idea 
was insane. 

“You said twenty-five thousand dollars?” 

“Cash on delivery.” 

It was a fortune, enough to take care of her until she could 
figure out what to do with her life. She thought of the dreary 
little room she lived in, of the screaming tenants, and the cus- 
tomer yelling, “I don’t want a murderess waiting on me,” and 
the assistant manager saying, “We’re going to have to call in 
the police to investigate." 

But Tracy still could not bring herself to say yes. 

“I would suggest this Saturday night,” Conrad Morgan said. 
‘The staff leaves at noon on Saturdays. I’ll arrange a driver 3 
license and a credit card for you in a false name. You H r 
a car here in Manhattan and drive out to Long Island, »rr 
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With the thousand dollars that Conrad Morgan advanced her, 
fracy purchased two wigs — one blond and one black, with a 
nultitude of tiny braids. She bought a dark-blue pants suit, 
slack coveralls, and an irritation Gucci valise from a street 
vendor on Lexington Avenue. So far everything was going 
smoothly. As Morgan had promised, Tracy received an en- 
velope containing a driver’s license in the name of Ellen 
Branch, a diagram of the security system in the Bellamy house, 
the combination to the bedroom safe, and an Amtrak ticket to 
St. Louis, in a private compartment. Tracy packed her few 
belongings and left. I’ll never live in a place like this again, 
Tracy promised herself. She rented a car and headed for Long 
Island. She was on her way to commit a burglary. 

What she was doing had the unreality of a dream, and she 
was terrified. What if she were caiight? Was the risk worth 
what she was about to do? 

It's ridiculously simple, Conrad Morgan had said. 

He wouldn't be involved in anything like this if he weren’t 
sure about it. He has his reputation to protect. 1 have a rep- 
utation, too, Tracy thought bitterly, and it's all bad. Any time 


173 


174 IF TOMORROW COMES 

a piece of jewelry is missing. I’ll be guilty until proven inno- 
cent. 

Tracy knew what she was doing: She was trying to wort 
herself up into a rage, frying to psych herself up to commit £ 
crim e. It did not work. By the time she reached Sea Cliff, shs 
was a nervous wreck. Twice, she almost ran the car off the 
road. Maybe the police will pick me up for reckless driving 
she thought hopefully, and I can tell Mr. Morgan that thing i 
went wrong. 

But there was not a police car in sight. Sure , Tracy thought 
in disgust. They’re never around when you need them. 

She headed toward Long Island Sound, following Conrac 
Morgan’s directions. The house is right on the water. It's collet 
the Embers. It’s an old Victorian mansion. You can't miss it 
Please let me miss it, Tracy prayed. 

But there it was, looming up out of the dark like some ogre’: 
castle in a nightmare. It looked deserted. How dare the ser- 
vants take the weekend off, Tracy thought indignantly. The) 
should all be discharged. 

She drove the car behind a stand of giant willow trees, when 
it was hidden from view, and turned off the engine, listening 
to the nocturnal sounds of insects. Nothing else disturbed the 
ilence. The house was off the main road, and there was nc 
•affic at that time of night. 

The property is screened by trees, my dear, and the nearest 
eighbor is acres away, so you don't have to be concernec 
bout being seen. The security patrol makes its check at ter 
.M. and again at two a.m. You’ll be long gone by the two 
.M. check. 

Tracy looked at her watch. It was 1 1:00. The first patrol had 
one. She had three hours before the patrol was due to arrive 
)r its second check. Or three seconds to turn the car around 
nd head back to New York and forget about this insanity, 
lut head back to what? The images flashed unbidden into het 
find. The assistant manager at Saks: “I’m terribly sorry. Miss 
/hitney, but our customers must be humored. . . 

“You can forget about running a computer. They’re not going 
) hire anybody with a record. . . 

“Twenty-five thousand tax-free dollars for an hour or two. 
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red light' went put> .The next step would commit her. She re- 
membered that airplane pilots had a phrase for it: the point o! 
no return. 

Tracy put the key in the lock, and the door swung open, 
She waited a full minute before she stepped inside. Every nerve 
in her body.throbbed to a savage beat as she stood in the hall- 
way, listening, afraid to move. The house was filled with a de 
serted silence. She took out a flashlight, turned it on, arid saw 
the staircase. She moved forward and started up. All she 
wanted to do now was get it over with as quickly as possible 
and run. 

The upstairs hallway looked eerie in the glow of her flash- 
light, and the wavering beam made the walls seem to pulse 
back and forth. Tracy peered into each room she passed. They 
were all empty. 

The master bedroom was at the end of the hallway, looking 
out over the bay, just as Motgan had described it. The bed- 
room was beautiful, done in dusky pink, with a canopied bed 
and a commode decorated with pink roses. There were twe 
love seats, a fireplace, and a table in front of it for dining. J 
almost lived in a house like this with Charles and our baby, 
Tracy thought. 

She walked over to the picture window and looked out a! 
the distant boats anchored in the bay. Tell me, God, what made 
you decide that Lois Bellamy should live in this beautiful house 
and that l should be here robbing it? Come on, girl, she told 
herself, don’t get philosophical. This is a one-time thing, li 
ill be over in a few minutes, but not if you stand here doing 

thing. 

She turned from the window and walked over to the por- 
trait Morgan had described. Lois Bellamy had a hard, arro- 
gant look. It's true. She does look like a horrible woman. The 
painting swung outward, away from the wail, and behind it was 
a small safe. Tracy had memorized the combination. Three 
turns to the right, stop at forty-two. Two turns to the left, stop 
at ten. One turn to the right, stop at thirty. Her hands were 
trembling so much that she had to start over twice. She heard 
a click. The door was open. 

. The safe was filled with thick envelopes and papers, but 
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Tmcv ignored them. At the back, resting on a small shelf, was 
„ . 0 : s teweiry bag. Tracy reached for it and lifted it from 

the shelf At that instant the burglar alarm went off, and it was 
the loudest sound Tracy had ever heard. It seemed to rever- 
berate from every comer of the house, screaming out its 
warning. She stood there, paralyzed, in shock. 

What Imd gone wrong? Had Conrad Morgan not known 
about the alarm inside the safe that was activated when the 


jewels were removed? 

She had to get out quickly. She scooped the chamois bag 
into her pocket and started running toward the stairs. And then, 
over the sound of the alarm, she heard another sound, the 
sound of an approaching siren. Tracy stood at the top of the 
staircase, terrified, her heart racing, her mouth dry. She hur- 
ried to a window, raised the curtain, and peered out. A black- 
and-white patrol car was pulling up in front of the house. As 
Tracy watched, a uniformed policeman ran toward the back 


of the house, while a second one moved toward the front door. 
There was no escape. The alarm bells were still clanging, and 
suddenly they sounded like the terrible bells in the corridors 
of the Southern Louisiana Penitentiary for Women. 

No! thought Tracy. I won’t let them send me back there. 
The front doorbell shrilled. 


Lieutenant Melvin Durkin had been on the Sea Cliff police 
force for ten years. Sea Cliff was a quiet town, and the main 
activity of the police was handling vandalism, a few car thefts, 
and occasional Saturday-night drunken brawls. The setting-ofl 
of the Bellamy alarm was in a different category. It was the 
type of criminal activity for which Lieutenant Durkin had joined 
the force. He knew Lois Bellamy and was aware of what t 
valuable collection of paintings and jewelry she owned. Wit! 
her away he had made it a point to check the house from timt 
to ume, for it was a tempting target for a cat burglar. And now, 
Lieutenant Durkin thought, it looks like I’ve caught one. He 

in frnmrn 0 " y tW ? blocks away when lhe radio ca » had come 

“SS3 any - This b so! " s 10 ,0 ° k s°°*°" 

Lieutenant Durkin pressed the front doorbell again. He 
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wanted to be able to state in his report that he had rung it 
times before making a forcible entry. His partner was c< 
ing the back, so there was no chance of the burglar’s e:' 
ing. He would probably try to conceal himself on the pren 
but he was in for a surprise. No one could hide from M 
Durkin. 

As the lieutenant reached for the bell for the third tim*. 
front door suddenly opened. The policeman stood there, 
ing. In the doorway was a woman dressed in a filmy 
gown that left little to the imagination. Her face was co 
with a mudpack, and her hair was tucked into a curler c. 

She demanded, “What on earth is going on?” ; 

Lieutenant Durkin swallowed. “I . . . who are you?’;- 

“I’m Ellen Branch. I’m a houseguest of Lois Bella - 
She’s away in Europe.” 

“I know that.” The lieutenant was confused. “She ■. 
tell us she was having a houseguest.” 

The woman in the doorway nodded knowingly. “Isn 
just like Lois? Excuse me, I can’t stand that noise.” 

As Lieutenant Durkin watched, Lois Bellamy’s house, 
reached over to the alarm buttons, pressed a sequen 
numbers, and the sound stopped. 

“That’s better,” she sighed. “I can’t tell you how glao 
to see you.” She laughed shakily. “I was just getting s 
for bed when the alarm went off. I was sure there were 
glars in the house, and I’m all alone here. The servants 1 
noon.” 

> “Do you mind if we look around?” 

| ) “Please, I insist!” 

If It took the lieutenant and his partner only a few minut 
make sure there was no one lurking on the premises. 

“All clear,” Lieutenant Durkin said. “False alarm. S; 
thing must have set it off. Can’t always depend on these < 
tronic things. I’d call the security company and have t 
check out the system.” 

“I most certainly will.” 

“Well, guess we’d better be running along,” the lieutei 
said. 

“Thank you so much for coming by. I feel much safer no\ 


SIDNEY SHELDON 179 

She sure has a great body. Lieutenant Durkin thought. He 
wondered what she looked like under that mudpack and with- 
out the curler cap. “Will you be staying here long, Miss 
Branch?" 

“Another week or two, until Lois returns.” 

“If there’s anything I can do for you, just let me know.” 

“Thank you, I will.” 

Tracy watched as the police car drove away into the night. 
She felt famt with relief. When the car was out of sight, she 
hurried upstairs, washed off the mudpack she had found in the 
bathroom, stripped off Lois Bellamy's curler cap and night- 
gown, changed into her own black coveralls, and left by the 
front door, carefully resetting the alarm. 

It was not until Tracy was halfway back to Manhattan that 
the audacity of what she had done struck her. She giggled, and 
the giggle turned into a shaking, uncontrollable laughter, until 
she finally had to pull the car off onto the side of the road. 
She laughed until the tears streamed down her face. It was the 
first time she had laughed in a year. It felt wonderful. 
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It was not until the Amt rak train pul led out of Pe nns ylvania 
Station that Tracy begarTto relax. At every 'second she had 
expected a heavy hand to grip her shoulder, a voice to say, 
“You’re under arrest.” 

She had carefully watched the other passengers as they 
boarded the train, and there was nothing alarming about them. 
Still, Tracy’s shoulders were knots of tension. She kept as- 
suring herself that it was unlikely anyone would have discov- 
ered the burglary this soon, and even if they had, there was 
nothing to connect her with it. Conrad Morgan would be wait- 
ing in St. Louis with $25,000. Twenty-five thousand dollars to 
with as she pleased! She would have had to work at the 
■ for a year to earn that much money. I’ll travel to Eu- 
rope, Tracy thought. Paris. No. Not Paris. Charles and I were 
going to honeymoon there. I’ll go to London. There, I won’t 
be a jailbird. In a curious way, the experience she had just 
gone through had made Tracy feel like a different person. It 
was as though she had been reborn. 

She locked the door to the compartment and took out the 
chamois.bagand opened it. A .ca scad e of giittering color s spilled. 
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_. a her hands. There were three large diamond rings, an em- 
•raid pin, a sapphire bracelet, three pairs of earrings, an ' 

here Tracy marveled. As the train rolled through the country 
side,' she leaned back in her seat and replayed the evening in 
her mind. Renting the car ... the drive to Sea Cliff ... the 
stillness of the night . . . turning off the alarm and entering 
the house . . . opening the safe ... the shock of the alarm 
going off, and the police appearing. It had never occurred to 
them that the woman in the nightgown with a mudpack on her 
face and a curler cap on her head was the burglar they were 


looking for. 

Now, seated in her compartment on the train to St. Louis, 
Tracy allowed herself a smile of satisfaction. She had enjoyed 
outwitting the police. There was something wonderfully exhil- 
arating about being on the edge of danger. She felt daring and 
clever and invincible. She felt absolutely great. 

There wasTknock at' the door of her compartment. Tracy 
hastily put the jewels back into the chamois bag and placed 
the bag in her suitcase. She took out her train ticket and un- 
locked the compartment door for the conductor. 

Two men in gray suits stood in the corridor. One appeared 
to be in his early thirties, the other one about ten years older. 
The younger man was attractive, with the build of an athlete. 
He had a strong chin, a small, neat mustache, and wore horn- 
rimmed glasses behind which were intelligent blue eyes. The 
older man had a thick head of black hair and was heavy-set. 
His eyes were a cold brown. 

Can I help you?" Tracy asked. 

Yes, ma am, the older man replied. He pulled out a wal- 
let and held up an identification card: 


federal bureau of investigation 

UNITED STATES DEPARTMENT OF JUSTICE 


mo™ De "“ TreVOr ' ™ s is Spwial Asei - 

, w y ’-H was suddenl y dry. She forced a smile. “I— 
1 m alraid t don t understand. Is something wrong?" 
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“I’m afraid there is, ma’am,” the younger agent said. He 
had a soft, southern accent. “A few minutes ago this train 
crossed into New Jersey. Transporting stolen merchandise 
across a state line is a federal offense.”. 

Tracy felt suddenly faint. A red film appeared in front of her 
eyes, blurring everything. 

The older man, Dennis Trevor, was saying, “Would you open 
your luggage, please?” It was not a question but an order. 

Her only hope was to try to bluff it out. “Of course I won’t! 
How dare you come barging into my compartment like this!” 
Her voice was filled with indignation. “Is that all you. have to 
do — go around bothering innocent citizens? I’m going, to call 
the conductor.” 

“We’ve already spoken to the conductor,” Trevor said. 

Her bluf f was not working. “Do — do you have a search 
warrant?” 

The younger man said gently, “We don’t need a search 
warrant. Miss Whitney. WeYe_ apprehenclijng.yQu. during -the 
commission of a crime.” They even knew her name. She was 
trapped. There' was no way out. None. 

Trevor was at her suitcase, opening it. It was useless to try 
to stop him. Tracy watched as he reached inside and pulled 
out the chamois bag. He opened it, looked at his partner, and 
nodded. Tracy sank down onto the seat, suddenly too weak 
to stand. 

Trevor took a list from his pocket, checked the contents of 
the bag against the list, and put the bag in his pocket. “It’s all 
here, Tom.” 

“How— how did you find out?” Tracy asked miserably. 

“We’re not permitted to give out any information,” Trevor 
replied. “You’re under arrest. You have the right to remain 
silent, and to have an attorney present before you say any- 
thing. Anything you say now may be used as evidence against 
you. Do you undersand?” 

Her answer was a whispered, “Yes.” 

Tom Bowers said, “I’m sorry about this. I mean, I know 
about your background, and I’m really sorry.” 

“For Christ’s sake,” the older man said, “this isn’t a social 
visit.” 
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The older man held out a pair of handcuffs to Tracy. “Hold 

0U Trac U y r felt her heart twisting in agony. -She remembered the 
airpor/in New Orleans when they had handcuffed her, th 

staring faces. “Please! Do you-do you have to do that/ 

"Yes, ma’am." , . 

The younger man said, “Can I talk to you alone for a mtn- 

ute, Dennis?" tt 

Dennis Trevor shrugged. “Okay. 

The two men stepped outside into the corridor. Tracy sat 
there, dazed, filled with despair. She could hear snatches of 
their conversation. 

"For God’s sake, Dennis, it isn't necessary to put cuffs on 
her. She’s not going to run away... ...” 

“When are you going to stop being such a boy scout? When 
you’ve been with the Bureau as long as 1 have ..." 

“Come on. Give her a break. She’s embarrassed enough, 
and . . " 


“That’s nothing to what she’s going to . . 

She could not hear the rest of the conversation. She did not 
want to hear the rest of the conversation. 

In a moment they returned to the compartment. The older 
man seemed angry. “All right,” he said. “We’re not cuffing 
you. We’re taking you off at the next station. We’re going to 
radio ahead for a Bureau car. You’re not to leave this com- 
partment. Is that clear?” 

Tracy nodded, too miserable to speak. 

The younger man, Tom Bovvers, gave her a sympathetic 
shrug, as though to say, “I wish there was something more 1 
could do.” 


There was nothing anyone could do. Not now. It was too 
late. She had been caught red-handed. Somehow the police had 
traced her and informed the FBI. - 

The agents were outside in the corridor talking to the con- 
ductor. Bowers pointed to Tracy and said something she could 
ot hear. The conductor nodded. Bowers closed the door of 

ming 0m ^ artrnent ’ and t0 TraCy ’ was like a cel1 door s!am - 
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The countryside .sped by, flashing vignettes briefly framed 
by th e win dpw,~but -Tracy was unaware of the scenery. She 
sat there, paralyzed by fear. Thefe was'a roaringinher ears 
that had nothing to do with the sounds of the train. She would 
get no second chance. She was a convicted felon. They would 
give her the maximum sentence, amf this time there would be 
no warden’s daughter to rescue, there would be nothing but 
the deadly, endless years of prison facing her. And the Big 
Berthas. How had they caught her? The only person who knew 
about the robbery was Conrad Morgan, and he could have no 
possible reason to turn her and the jewelry over to the FBI. 
Possibly some clerk in his store had learned of the plan and 
tipped off the police. But how it happened made no differ' 
'enceTSIfe had* Been caught. At the next stop she would be on 
her way to prison again. There would be a preliminary hearing 
and then the trial, and then. . . . 

Tracy squeezed her eyes tightly shut, refusing to think about 
it any further. She felt hot tears brush her cheeks. 

The train began to lose speed. Tracy started to hyperventi- 
late. She could not get enough air. The two FBI agents would 
be coming for her at any moment. A station came into view, 
and a few seconds later the train jerked to a stop. It was time 
to go. Tracy dosed her suitcase, put on her coat, and sat down. 
She stared at the closed compartment door, waiting for it to 
open. Minutes went by. The two men did not appear. What 
could they be doing? She recalled their words: “We’re taking 
. you off at the next station. We’re going to rad i o ahead fo £a 
iBur eau car. You’re not to leave this compartment.” 
f SheTieard the conductor call, “All aboard. ...” 

Tracy started to panic. Perhaps they had meant they would 
wait for her on the platform. That must be it. If she stayed on 
the train, they would accuse her of trying to run away from 
them, and it would make things even worse. Tracy grabbed 
her suitcase, opened the compartment door, and hurried out 
into the corridor. 

The conductor was approaching. “Are you getting off here, 
miss?” he asked. “You’d better hurry. Let me help you. A 
woman in your condition shouldn’t be lifting things." 
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SSrSLed- Your brothers tofd 

^rp?s-V wr,oftepa " eyeon 

'•■Ntecto They ®med really concerned about you.” 
iiJff/was spinning around. Everything »SNPSW_ff^ 
Tls conducror carried the suitcase to the end of the car an 
helped Tracy down the steps. The train began to move. 

.'Do you Low where my brothers went?” Tracy called 
“No, ma’am. They jumped into a taxi whea the tram 

stopped.” , . . 

With a million dollars’ worth of stolen jewelry. 


Tracy headed for the airport. It was the only place she could 
think of. If the men had taken a taxi, it meant they did not 
have their own transportation, and they would surely want to 
get out of town as fast as possible. She sat back, in the cab, 
filled with rage at what they had done to her and with shame 
at how easily they had cjymejlher. Oh, they were good, bott 
of them. Really good. They had been so convincing. She 
blushed to think how she had fallen fojrjhe anci e nt g ood cop - 
bad coproutine.. 

For God’s sake, Dennis, it isn't necessary to put cuffs o, 
her. She’s not going to run away. . . . 

Men are you going to stop being such a boy scout? Whe 

you've been with the Bureau as long as I have. . . . 

The Bureau? They were probably both fugitives fromthejay 
Well, she was going to get those jewels back. She had gor 
through too much to be outwitted by two con artists. She hi 
to get to the airport in time. 

She leaned forward in her seat and said to the driver, “Could 
you go faster, please!’’ 


„ j-j re standin S in fte boarding line at the departure Bate 
thick black hair, was now totally bald. But still’ there was n 
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mistaking them. They had not had time to change their clothes. 
They were almost at the boarding gate when Tracy reached 
them. 

“You forgot something,” Tracy said. 

They turned to look at her, startled. . The younger man 
frowned. “What are you doing here? A car from the Bureau 
was supposed to have been at the station to pick you up.” His 
southern accent was gone. 

“Then why don't we go back and find it?” Tracy sug- 
gested. 

“Can’t. We’re on another case,” Trevor explained. “We 
have to catch this plane.” 

“Give me back the jewelry, first,” Tracy demanded. 

“I’m afraid we can’t do that,” Thomas Bowers told her. “It’s 
evidence. We’ll send you a receipt for it.” 

“No. I don't want a receipt. I want the jewelry.” 

“Sorry,” said Trevor. “We can’t let it out of our posses- 
sion.” 

They had reached the gate. Trevor handed his boarding pass 
to the attendant. Tracy looked around, desperate, and saw an 
airport policeman standing nearby. She called out, “ Officer ! 
Officer r 

The two men looked at each other, startled. 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Trevor hissed. 
“Do you want to get us all arrested?” 

The policeman was moving toward them. “Yes, miss? Anj 
problem?” 

“Oh, no problem," Tracy said gaily. “These two wonderfu 
gentlemen found some valuable jewelry I lost, and they’re re 
turning it to me. I was afraid I was going to have to go to th 
FBI about it.” 

The two men exchanged a frantic look. 

“They suggested that perhaps you wouldn’t mind escortit 
me to a taxi.” 

“Certainly. Be happy to.” 

Tracy turned toward the men. “It’s safe to give the jew< 
to me now. This nice officer will take care of me.” 

“No, really,” Tom Bowers objected. “It would be mu 
better if we — ” 
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“Oh, no, I insist,” Tracy urged. “I know how importa: 
is for you to catch your plane.” 

The two men looked at the policeman, and then at each ot 
helpless. There was nothing they could do. Reluctantly, 1 
Bowers pulled the chamois baglrom his pocket. 

‘That’s it!” Tracy said. She took the bag from his ha 
opened it, and looked inside. “Thank goodness. It’s all her 

Tom Bowers made one last-ditch try. “Why don’t we k 
it safe for you until—” 

“That won't be necessary,” Tracy said cheerfully, i 
opened her purse, put the jewelry inside, and took out 1 
$5.00- bills. She handed one to each of the men. “Here’s a 
tie token of my appreciation for what you’ve done.” 

The other passengers had all departed through the gate. 1 
airline attendant said, “That was the last call. You’ll have 
board now, gentlemen.” 

Thank you again,” Tracy beamed as she walked away v, 
the policeman at her side. “It’s so rare to find an honest p 
son these days.” 



Thomas Bowers— n£,J,eff Stevens— sat at the plane window 
looking out as the aircraft took offi He raised his-handkerchie£ 
Jo his eyes, and his shoulders heaved up and down. 

Dennis Trevor— a.k.a. Brandon Higgins — seated next to him, 
looked at him in surprise. “Hey,” he said, “it’s only money. 
It’s nothing to cry about." 

Jeff Stevens turned to him with tears streaming down his 
face, and Higgins, to his astonishment, saw that Jeff was con- 
vulsed with laughter. 

V* \“What the hell’s the matter with you?” Higgins demanded. 

V i's nothing to laugh about, either.” 

, To Jeff, it was. The manner in which Tracy Whitney had 
outwitted them at the airport was the most ingenius con he 
/ had ever witnessed., A scam on t op of a scam. Conrad Morgan 
had told them the woman was an amateur. My God, Jeff 
thought, what would she be like if she were a professional? 
Tracy Whitney was without doubt the most beautiful woman 
Jeff Stevens had ever seen. And clever. Jeff prided himself on 
being the best confidence artist in the business, and she had 
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were moored at the harbor, in Papeete, and as the passengers 
and crew were going ashore, Jeff received another summons. 
to Louise Hollander’s quarters. When Jeff arrived, she was 
dressed in a colorful silk pareu slit.allthe way up to the thigh. 

“I’m trying to get this off,” she said. “I’m having a prob- A 
Iem with the zipper.” 

Jeff walked over and examined the costume. “It doesn’t have ! I 
a zipper.” • ! 

She turned to face him, and smiled. “I know. That’s my |,| 

problem.” . _ ij 

They made love on the deck, . ..here the. soft tropical air ca* H 
ressed their bodies like a blessing. Afterward, they lay on their j 
sides, facing each other. Jeff propped himself up on an elbow 
and looked down at Louise. “Your daddy’s not the sheriff, is : 
he?” Jeff asked. Y‘ 

She sat up in surprise. “What?” i , 

“You’re the first townie I ever made love to. Uncle Willie ■ i 
used to warn me that their daddies always turned out to be ; j 
the sheriff.” ; * 

They were together every night after that. At first Louise’s . '• 
friends were amused. He’s another one of Louise’s play- 
things, they thought. But when she informed them that she ■ ; 
intended to marry Jeff, they were frantic. f. 

“For Christ’s sake, Louise, he’s a nothing . He worked in a ; ; / 
carnival. My God, you might as well be marrying.a stable hand. 

. He’s handsome— granted. And he has a fab bod. But outside • ! 
of sex, you have absolutely nothing in common, darling.” • 
“Louise, Jeff’s for breakfast, not dinner w 
“You have a social position to uphold.” : .j 

“Frankly, angel, he just won’t fit in, will he?" ' I 

But nothing her friends said could dissuade Louise. Jeff was f 
the most fascinating man she had ever met. She had found that ; 

. men who were outstandingly h an dsorn e_\ve re eitber. ; .mqnu*. ; 
mentally stupid or unbearably dull. Jeff was, intelligent and b 
amusing, and the combination wasTrresistible. ’ - •! 

When Louise mentioned the subject of marriage to Jeff, he !;j 
was as surprised as her friends had been. , 

“Why marriage? You’ve already got my body. I can’t give 
you anything you don’t have.” 

: ■ •' 


SIDNEY SHELDON iyy 

"It’s very simple, Jeff. I love you. I want to share the rest 

of my life with you.” . 

Marriage had been an alien idea, and suddenly it no longer 
was. Beneath Louise Hollander’s worldly, sophisticated ve- 
neer, there was a vulnerable, lost little girl. She needs me, Jeff 
thought. The idea of a stable homelife and children was sud- 
denly immensely appealing. It seemed to him that ever since 
he could remember, he had been running. It was time to stop. 
They were married in the town hall in Tahiti three days later. 

When they returned to -’New York, Jeff was summoned to 
the office of Scott Fogarty, Louise Hollander’s attorney, a 
small, frigid man, tight-lipped and probably, Jeff thought, tight- 
assed. ~ — 

“I have a paper here for you to sign,” the attorney an- 
nounced. 

“What kind of paper?” 

“It’s a release. It simply states that in the event of the dis- 
solution of your marriage to Louise Hollander—” 

"Louise Stevens.” 

“—Louise Stevens, that you will not participate financially . 

in any of her—” - 

Jeff felt the muscles of his jaw tightening. “Where do I sign?” 
"Don’t you want me to finish reading?” 

“No. I don’t think you get the point. I didn’t marry her for 
her fucking money." 

“Really, Mr. Stevens! r just — ” 

“Do you want me to sign it or don’t you?” 

The lawyer placed the paper in front of Jeff. He scrawled 
his signature and stormed out of the office. Louise’s limousine ■ 
and driver were waiting for him downstairs. As Jeff climbed 
in, he had to laugh to himself. What the hell am I so pissed 
off about? I ve been a con artist all my life, and when l go 
straignl for the first time and someone thinks I’m out to take 
them, I behave like a fucking Sunday school teacher, 

Louise took Jeff to the best tailor in Manhattan. “You’ll look 
fantastic m a dinner jacket," she coaxed. And he did. Before 
the second month of the marriage, five of Louise’s best friends 
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All the men cheated on taxes, had insurance scams, falsi- 
fied expense accounts, and put their current mistresses on their 
payrollsas secretaries or. assistants. . 

" Christ, left thought. They’re just dressed-up carnies, They 
all run fiat stores, ' 

The wives were no better. They grabbed everything they 
could get their greedy hands on and cheated on their hus- 
bands. They’re playing the key game, Jeff marveled. 

When he tried to tell Louise how he felt, she laughed. “Don’t 
be naive, Jeff. You’re enjoying your life, aren’t you?” 

The truth was that he was not. He had married Louise be- 
cause he believed she needed him. He felt that children would 
change everything. 

“Let’s have one of each. It’s time. We’ve been married a 
year now.” 

“Angel, be patient. I’ve been to the doctor, and he told me 
I’m fine. Maybe you should have a checkup and see if you're 
all right.” 

Jeff went. 

“You should have no trouble producing healthy children,” 
the doctor assured him. 

And still nothing happened. 

On Black Monday Jeff’s world fell apart. It started in the 
morning when he went into Louise’s medicine chest for an as- 
pirin. He found a shelf full of birth control pills. One of the 
cases was almost empty. Lying innocently next to it was a vial 
of white powder and a small golden spoon. And that was, only 
the start of the day. 

At noon, Jeff was seated in a deep armchair in the Pilgrim 
Club, waiting for Budge to appear, when he heard two men .. 
behind him talking. 

“She swears that her Italian singer’s .cock is over ten. inches 
long.” 

There was a snicker. “Well, Louise always liked them big.” 

They're talking about another Louise , Jeff told himself. 

“That’s probably why she married that carnival person in 
the first place. But she does tell the most amusing stories about 
him. “You won’t believe what he did the other day ...” 
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Jeff rose and blindly made his way out of the club. 

He was filled with a rage such as he had never known. He 
wanted to kill. He wanted to kill the unknown Italian. He 
wanted to kill Louise. How many other men had she been 
sleeping with during the past year? They had been laughing at 
him all this time. Budge and Ed Zeller and Mike Quincy and 
Alan Thompson and their wives had been having an enormous 
joke at his expense. And Louise, the woman he had wanted 
to protect. Jeff's immediate reaction was to pack up and leave. 
But that was not good enough. He had no intention of letting 
the bastards have the last laugh. 

That afternoon when Jeff arrived home, Louise was not 
there. “Madame went out this morning,” Pickens, the butler, 
said. “I believe she had several appointments.” 

77/ bet she did. Jeff thought. She’s out fucking that ten-inch- 
cock Italian. Jesus Christ ! 

By the time Louise arrived home, Jeff had himself under tight 
control. “Did you have a nice day?” Jeff asked. 

"Oh, the usual boring things, darling. A beauty appoint- 
ment, shopping. . . . How was your day, angel?” 

“It was interesting,” Jeff said truthfully. “I learned a lot.” 

“Budge tells me you’re doing beautifully.” 

“I am,” Jeff assured her. “And very soon I’m going to be 
doing even better.” 

Louise sjroked his hand. “My bright husband. Why don’t 
we go to bed early?” 

“Not tonight,” Jeff said. "I have a headache.” 

He spent the next week making his plans. 

He began at lunch at the club. “Do any of you know any- 
thing about computer frauds?” Jeff asked. 

“Why?” Ed Zeller wanted to know. “You planning to com- 
mit one?’’ 

There was a sputter of laughter. 

“No, I’m serious,” Jeff insisted. “It’s a big problem. Peo- 
ple are tapping into computers and ripping off banks and in- 
surance companies and other businesses for billions of dollars. 
It gets worse all the time.” 

“Sounds right up your alley,” Budge murmured. 
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* * * 

Three days later Jeff had another luncheon guest. This tirr 
it was Budge who recognized him. “Hey! That’s Seymoi 
Jarrett, chairman of the board of Jarrett International Con 
puter. What the hell would he be doing with Jeff?” 

Again, Jeff and his guest held a long, animated convers; 
tion. When the luncheon was over. Budge sought Jeff out. 

“Jeffrey, boy, what’s with you and Seymour Jarrett?” 

“Nothing,” Jeff said quickly. “Just having a chat.” E 
started to walk away. Budge stopped him. 

"Not so fast, old buddy. Seymour Jarrett is a very busy fe 
low. He doesn’t sit around having long chats about nothing. 

Jeff said earnestly, “All right. The truth is. B udg e, th< 
Seymou r collects sta mps, and . UolcLhim. about. a stamp. 1. migi 
be able to acquire for him.” 

The truth, my ass. Budge thought. 

The following week, Jeff lunched at the club with Chark 
Bartlett, the president of Bartlett & Bartlett, one of the large: 
private capital venture groups in the world. Budge, Ed Zelle 
Alan Thompson, and Mike Quincy watched in fascination £ 
the two men talked, their heads close together. 

“Your brother-in-law is sure in high-flying company lately, 
Zeller commented. “What kind of deal has he got cookini 
Budge?” 

Budge said .testily, “I don’t know, but I'm sure in hell goin 
to find out. If Jarrett and Bartlett are interested, there mas 
be a pot of money involved.” 

They watched as Bartlett rose, enthusiastically pumped JetT 
hand, and left. As Jeff passed their table. Budge caught al 
arm. “Sit down, Jeff. We want to have a little talk with ' 

“I should gel back to the office." Jeff protested. "1—' 

“You work for me. remember? Sit down." Je-T s_: ‘ ~ 
were you having lunch with?" 

Jeff hesitated. “No one special. An old frii-'-v 

“Charlie Bartlett’s an old friend?” 

“Kind of." ' . 

“What were you and your old friead C 7 
Jeff?” 
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“Uh . . . cars, mostly. Old Charlie likes antique cars, and 
leard about this.,’37 Packard, four-door ^^convertible—” 

‘‘Cut the horseshit!” Budge snapped. “You’re not collect- 
l stamps or selling automobiles, or writing any fucking book, 
hat are you really up to?” 

“Nothing. I — ” 

“You’re raising money for something, aren’t you, Jeff?” Ed 
rtler asked. 

“No!” But he said it a shade too quickly. 

Budge put sl, beefy_arm, around. Jeff. “Hey, buddy,- this is 
>ur brother-in-law. We’re family, remember?” He gave Jeff 
bear hug. “It’s something about that tamper-proof computer 
ju mentioned last week, -right?” 

They could see by the look on Jeff’s face that they had trap- 
id him. 

“Well, yes.” 

It was like pulling teeth to get anything out of the son of a 
itch. “Why didn’t you tell us Professor Ackerman was in- 
ert ved?” 

“1 didn’t think you’d be interested.” 

“You were wrong. When you need capital, you go to your 
iends." 

“The professor and I don’t need capital,” Jeff said “Jar- 
ett and Bartlett — ” 

.“Jarrett and Bartlett are fuckin’ sharks! They’ll eat you 
ve,” Alan Thompson exclaimed. 

Ed Zeller picked it up. “Jeff, when you deal with friends, 
ou don’t get hurt.” 

“Everything is already arranged," Jeff told them. “Charlie 
Jartlett — ” 

“Have you signed anything yet?” 

“No, but I gave my word — ” 

“Then nothing's arranged. Hell, Jeff boy, in business peo- 
Je change their minds every hour.” 

“I shouldn’t even be discussing this with you,” Jeff pro- 
ssted. “Professor Ackerman’s name can’t be mentioned. He’s 
tnder contract to a government agency.” 

"We know that,” Thompson said soothingly. “Does the^ 
irofessor think this thing will work?" 
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“Oh, he knows it works.” 

“If it’s good enough for Ackerman, it’s good enough for us, 
right fellows?” 

There was a.chorus.of assen t 

“Hey, I’m not a scientist,” Jeff said. “I_can’t guarantee 
anything. For all I know, this thing may have no value at all.” 

“Sure. We understand. But say it does have a value, Jeff. 
How big could this thing be?” 

“Budge, the market for this is worldwide. I couldn’t even 
begin to put a value on it. Everybody will be able to use it.” 

“How much initial financing are you looking for?” 

“Two million dollars, but all sve need is two hundred and 
fifty thousand dollars down. Bartlett promised — " 

“Forget Bartlett. That’s chicken feed, old buddy. We’ll put 
that up ourselves. Keep it in the family. Right, fellas?" 

“Right!" 

Budge looked up and snapped his fingers, and a captain came 
hurrying over to the table. “Dominick, bring Mr, Stevens some 
paper and a pen." 

It was produced almost instantly. 

“We can wrap up this little deal right here,” Budge said 
to Jeff. “You just make out this paper, giving us the rights, 
and we’ll all sign it, and in the morning you’ll have a certified 
check for two hundred fifty thousand dollars. How does that 
suit you?” 

Jeff was biting his lower lip. “Budge, I promised Mr. Bart- 
lett—” 

“Fuck Bartlett," Budge snarled. “Are you married to his 
sister or mine? Now write." 

"We don’t have a patent on this, and — ” 

"Write, goddamn it!” Budge shov ed the pen inJetVs hand. 

Reluctantly, Jeff began to write: “This wilftrahsfer ail my 
rights, title, and interest to a mathematical computer called 
SUCABA, to the buyers, Donald ’Budge’ Hollander, Ed Zeller, 
Alan Thompson, and Mike Quincy, for the consideration of 
two million dollars, with a payment of two hundred and finy 
thousand dollars on signing. SUCABA has been/ 'sivejy 
tested, is inexpensive, trouble-free, and uses les' * n 

any computer currently on the market. SUCAB/ 
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no maintenance or parts for a minimum period of ten years." 
They were all looking over Jeff’s shoulder as he wrote. 

“Jesus!” Ed Zeller said. “Ten years! There’s not a com- 
puter on the market that can claim that!” 

Jeff continued. “The buyers understand that neither Profes- 
sor Vernon Ackerman nor I holds a patent on SUCABA— - ’ 

“We’ll take care of all that," Alan Thompson interrupted 
impatiently. “I’ve got one hei! of a patent attorney.” 

Jeff kept writing. “I have explained to the buyers that SU- 
CABA may have no value of any kind, and that neither Pro- 
fessor Vernon Ackerman nor I makes any representations or 
warranties about SUCABA except as written above.” He 
signed it and held up the paper. “Is that satisfactory?” 

“You sure about the ten years?” Budge asked. 

“Guaranteed. I’ll just make a copy of this,” Jeff said. They 
watched as he carefully made a copy of what he had written. 

Budge snatched the papers out of Jeffs hand and signed 
them. Zeller, Quincy, and Thompson followed suit. 

Budge was beaming. “A' copy for us arid a copy for you. 
Old Seymour Jarrett and Charlie Bartlett are sure going to have 
egg on their faces,-huh,_boys? I can’t wait until they hear that 
they got screwed out of this deal." 

The following morning Budge handed Jeff a certified check 

( $250,000. 

“Where’s the computer?" Budge asked. 

“I arranged for it to be delivered here at the club at noon. 

thought it only fitting that we should all be together when 
you receive it." 

Budge clapped him on the shoulder. “You know, Jeff, you’re 
a smart fellow. See you at lunch.” 

At the stroke of noon a messenger carrying a box appeared 
in the dining room of the Pilgrim Club and was ushered to 
Budge’s table, where he was seated with Zeller, Thompson, 
and Quincy, 

“Here it is!” Budge exclaimed. “Jesus! The damned thing’s 
even portable!" 

“Should we wait for Jeff?" Thompson asked. 

“Fuck him. This belongs to us now.” Budge ripped the pa- 
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ier away from the box. Inside was a nest of straw. Carefully, 
lmost reverently, he lifted out the object that lay in the nest, 
rhe men sat there, staring at it. It was a square frame about 
. foot in diameter, holding a series of wires across which were 
trung rows of beads. There was a long silence. 

“What is it?” Quincy finally asked. 

Alan Thompson said, “It’s an abacus. One of those things 
)rientals use to count — •” The expression on his face changed. 
‘Jesus! SUCA BA i s abacus.spdled backward!” He turned to 
Judge. "Is this some kind of joke?” 

Zeller was sputtering. "Low power, trouble-free, uses less 
lower than any computer currently on the market . . . Stop 
he goddamned check!” 

There was a concerted rush to the telephone. 

"Your certified check?” the head bookkeeper said. “There’s 
tothing to worry about. Mr. Stevens cashed it this morning.” 

Pickens, the butler, was very sorry, indeed, but Mr. Ste- 
vens had packed and left. “He mentioned something about an 
sxtended journey.” 

That afternoon, a frantic Budge finally managed to reach 
hofessor Vernon Ackerman. 

“Of course. Jeff Stevens. A charming man. Your brother- 
n-law, you say?" 

“Professor, what were you and Jeff discussing?” 

"I suppose it’s no secret. Jeff is eager to write a book about 
ne. He has convinced me that the world wants to know the 
human being behind the scientist. . . 

Seymour Jarrett was reticent. “Why do you want to know 
,vhat Mr. Stevens and I discussed? Are you a rival stamp c el- 
ector?” 

“No, I—" 

“Well, it won’t do you any good to snoop around. There’s 
mly one stamp like it in existence, and Mr. Stevens has agreed 
:o sell it to me when he acquires it.” 

And he slammed down the receiver. x \ 
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* * * 

Budge knew what Charlie Bartlett was going to say before 
the words were out “Jeff Stevens? Oh, yes. I collect antique 
cars. Jeff knows where this ’37 Packard four-door convertible 
in mint condition — ” 

This time it was Budge who hung up 

“Don’t worry,” Budge told his partners. “We’ll get our 
money back and put the son of a bitch away for the rest of his 
life. There are laws against fraud.” 

The group’s next stop was at the office of Scott Fogarty. 

“He took us for two hundred fifty thousand dollars,” Budge 
told the attorney. “I want him put behind bars for the rest of 
his life. Get a warrant out for—” 

“Do you have the contract with you, Budge?” 

“It’s right here.” He handed Fogarty the paper Jeff had 
written out. 

The lawyer scanned it quickly, then read it again, slowly. 
“Did he forge your names to this paper?” 

“Why, no,” Mike Quincy said. “We signed it.” 

“Did you read it first?" 

. Ed Zeller angrily said, “Of course we read it. Do you think 
we’re stupid?” 

“PH let you be the judge of that, gentlemen. You signed a 
contract stating that you were informed that what you were 
purchasing with a down payment of two hundred fifty thou- 
sand dollars was an object that had not been patented and could 
be completely worthless. In the legal parlance of an old pro- 
fessor of mine, ‘You’ve been royally fucked.’ ” 

Jeff had obtained the divorce in Reno. It was while he was 
establishing residence there that he had run into Conrad Mor- 
gan. Morgan had once worked for Uncle Willie. “How would 
you like to do me a small favor, Jeff?” Conrad Morgan had 
asked. “There’s a young lady traveling on a train from New 
York to St. Louis with some jewelry. . . 

Jeff looked out of the plane window and thought about Tracy. 
There was a smile on his face. 
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* * * 

When Tracy returned to New York, her first stop was at 
Conrad Morgan et Cie Jewelers. Conrad Morgan ushered Tracy 
nto his office and closed the door. He rubbed his hands to- 
'ether and said, “I was getting very worried, my dear. I waited 
or you in St. Louis and — ” 

“You weren’t in St. Louis.” 

“What? What do you mean?” His blue eyes seemed to 
winkle. 

“I mean, you didn’t go to St. Louis. You never intended to 
neet me.” 

“But of course I did! You have the jewels and I — ” 

“You sent two men to take them away from me.” 

There was a puzzled expression on Morgan’s face. “I don’t 
mderstand.” 

“At first I thought there might be a leak in your organiza- 
:ion, but there wasn’t, was there? It was you. You told me 
hat you personally arranged for my train ticket, so you were 
he only one who knew the number of my compartment. I used 
i different name and a disguise, but your men knew exactly 
where to find me.” 

There was a look of surprise on his cherubic face. “Are you 
trying to tell me that some men robbed you of the jewels?” 

Tracy smiled. “I’m trying to tell you that they didn’t .” 

This time the surprise on Morgan’s face was genuine. "You 
have the jewels?” 

“Yes. Your friends were in such a big hurry to catch a plane 
that they left them behind.” 

Morgan studied Tracy a moment. “Excuse me.” 

He went through a private door, and Tracy sat down on the 
couch, perfectly relaxed. 

Conrad Morgan was gone for almost fifteen minutes, and 
when he returned, there was a look of dismay on his face. ’Tm 
afraid a mistake has been made. A bis mistake. You’re a very 
clever young lady. Miss Whitney. You’ve earned your twenty- 
five thousand dollars.” He smiled admiringly. “Give m<*-the 
jewels and — ’’ 

“Fifty thousand.” 
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“I beg your pardon?” 

“I had to steal them twice. That’s fifty thousand dollars, Mr. 
Morgan.” 

“No,” he said flatly. His eyes had lost their twinkle. “I’m 
afraid I can't give you that much for them.” 

Tracy rose. “That’s perfectly all right. 1’U try to find some- 
one in Las Vegas who thinks they’re worth that.” She moved 
toward the door. 

“Fifty thousand dollars?” Conrad Morgan asked. 

Tracy nodded. 

“Where are the jewels?” 

“In a locker at Penn Station. As soon as you give me the 
money— in cash— and put me in a taxi. I’ll hand you the key.” 

Conrad Morgan gave a sigh of defeat. “You’ve got a deal.” 

“Thank you,” Tracy said cheerfully. “It’s been a pleasure 
doing business with you.” , 
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Daniel Cooper was already aware of what the meeting in J. 

. Reynolds’s office that morning was about, for all the com- 
any’s investigators had been sent a memo the day before re- 
arding the Lois Bellamy burglary that had taken place a week 
arlier. Daniel Cooper loathed conferences. He was too im- 
latient to sit around listening to stupid chatter. 

He arrived in J. J. Reynolds’s office forty-five minutes late, 
vhile Reynolds was in the middle of a speech. 

"Nice of you to drop by,” J. J. Reynolds said sarcastically, 
rhere was no response. It's a waste of time, Reynolds de- 
eded. Cooper did not understand sarcasm — or anything else, 
is far as Reynolds was concerned. Except how to catch crim- 
nals. There, he had to admit, the man was a goddamned ge- 
nus. 

Seated in the office were three of the agency’s top inves*’- 
gators: David Swift, Robert Schiffer, and Jerry Davis. 

“You’ve all read the report on the Bellamy burglary,” 
nolds said, “but something new has been added. It tu*. 
that Lois Bellamy is a cousin of the police commissi 
He’s raising holy hell." 
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“What are the police doing?” Davis asked. 

“Hiding from the press. Can’t blame them. The investi- 
gating officers acted like the Keystone Kops. They actually 
talked to the burglar they caught in the house and let her 
get away.” 

“Then they should have a good description of her,” Swift 
suggested. 

“They have a good description of her nightgown,” Rey 
nolds retorted witheringly. “They were so goddamned im- 
pressed with her figure that their brains melted. They don’t 
even know the color of her hair. She wore some kind of curler 
cap, and her face was covered with a mudpack. Their descrip- 
tion is of a woman somewhere in her middle twenties, with a 
fantastic ass and tits. There’s not one single clue. We have no 
information to go on. Nothing.” 

Daniel Cooper spoke for the first time. “Yes, we have.” 

They all turned to look at him, with varying degrees of dis- 
like. 

“What are you talking about?” Reynolds asked 

“I know who she is.” 

When Cooper had read the memo the morning before, he 
had decided to take a look at the Bellamy house, as a logical 
first step. To Daniel Cooper, logic was the orderliness of God’s 
mind, the basic solution to every problem, and to apply logic, 
one always started at the beginning. Cooper drove out to the 
Bellamy estate in Long Island, took one look at it, and, with- 
out getting out of his car, turned around and drove back to 
Manhattan. He had learned all he needed to know. The house 
was isolated, and there was no public transportation nearby, 
which meant that the burglar could have reached the house 
only by car. 

He was explaining his reasoning to the men assembled in 
Reynolds’s office. “Since she probably would have been re- 
luctant to use her own car, which could have been traced, the 
vehicle either had to be stolen or rented. I decided to try the 
rental agencies first. I assumed that she would have rented the 
car in Manhattan, where it would be easier for her to cover 
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Jerry Davis was not impressed. “You’ve got to be kidding. 
Cooper. There must be thousands of cars a day rented in 
Manhattan.” 

Cooper ignored the interruption. “All car-rental operations 
are computerized. Relatively few cars are rented by women. 
I checked them all out. The lady in question went to Budget 
Rent a Car at Pier Sixty-one on West Twenty-third Street, 
rented a Chevy Caprice at eight p.m. the night of the burglary, 
and returned it to the office at two a.m.” 

“How do you know it was the getaway car?” Reynolds asked 
skeptically. 

Cooper was getting bored with the stupid questions. “I 
checked the elapsed mileage. It’s thirty-two miles to the Lois 
Bellamy estate and another thirty-two miles back. That checks 
exactly with the odometer on the Caprice. The car was rented 
in the name of Ellen Branch/’ 

“A phony," David Swift surmised. 

“Right. Her real name is Tracy Whitney.” 

They were all staring at him. “How the hell do you know 
that?" Schiller demanded. 

“She gave a false name and address, but she had to sign a 
rental agreement. I took the original down to One Police Plaza 
and had them run it through for fingerprints. They matched 
the prints of Tracy Whitney. She served time at the Southern 
Louisiana Penitentiary for Women. If you remember, I talked 
to her about a year ago about a stolen Renoir.” 

“I remember,” Reynolds nodded. “You said then that she 
was innocent.” 

“She was — then. She’s not innocent anymore. She pulled 
the Bellamy job." 

The little bastard had done it again! And he had made it seem 
so simple. Reynolds tried not to sound grudging. “That’s — 
that's fine work, Cooper. Really fine work. Let’s nail her. We’ll 
have the police pick her up and — ” 

“On what charge?” Cooper asked mildly. “Renting a car? 
The police can’t identify her, and there’s not a shred of evi- 
dence against her.” 

“What are we supposed to do?” Schiffer asked. “Let he' 
walk away scot-free?” 
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“This time, yes,” Cooper said, “But I know who she is now 
She’ll try something again. And when she does, I’ll catch her.” 

The meeting was finally over. Cooper desperately wanted s 
shower. He took out a little black book and wrote in it ver) 
carefully; tracy whitney. 
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It’s time to begin my new life, Tracy decided. But what kind 
of life? I've gone from an innocent, naive victim to a. . . what: 
A thief— that's what. She thought of Joe Romano and An- 
thony Orsatti and Perry Pope and Judge Lawrence. No. Ai 
avenger . That’s what I’ve become. And an adventuress, per- 
haps. She had outwitted the police, two professional con art- 
ists, and a double-crossing jeweler. She thought ct Ernestine 
and Amy and felt a pang. On an impulse, Tracy went to F.A.Q. 
Schwarz and bought a puppet theater, complete with naif a 
dozen characters, and had it mailed to Amy. The card read: 
SOME NEW FRIENDS FOR YOU. MISS YOU. LOVE TUCY. 

Next she visited a furrier on Madison Avenue and bought a 
blue fox boa for Ernestine and mailed it with a money order 
for two hundred dollars. The card simply read; thanks, hr- 
NIE. TRACY. 

All my debts are paid now, Tracy thougnL It was a good 
feeling. She was free to go anywhere she liked, do onvthins 
she pleased. 

She celebrated her independence by checking Into a Tower 
Suite in The Helmsley Palace Hotel. Freer her tcir/-- eve n r^- . 
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floor living room, she could look down at St. Patrick’s Cathe 
dial and see the George Washington Bridge in the distance 
Only a few miles in another direction was the dreary placs 
she had recently lived in. Never again, Tracy swore. 

She opened the bottle of champagne that the managemen 
had sent up and sat sipping it, watching the sun set over tht 
skyscrapers of Manhattan. By the time the moon had risen 
Tracy had made up her mind. She was going to London. Shi 
was ready for all the wonderful things life had to offer. I'v< 
paid my dues, Tracy thought. 1 deserve tome happiness. 

She lay in bed and turned on the late television news. Tw< 
men were being interviewed. Boris Melnikov was a short 
stocky Russian, dressed in an ill-fitting brown suit, and Piet 
Negulesco was his opposite, tall and thin and elegant-looking 
Tracy wondered what the two men could possibly have it 
common. 

“Where is the chess match going to be held?” the news an 
chorman asked. 

' “At Sochi, 'on the beautiful Black Sea,” Melnikov replied. 

"You are both international grand masters, and this mate! 
has created quite a stir, gentlemen. In your previous matches 
you have taken the title from each other, and your last one 
was a draw. Mr. Negulesco, Mr. Melnikov currently holds flu 
title. Do you think you will be able to take it away from hi rr 
again?” 

“Absolutely,” the Romanian replied. 

“He has no chance,” the Russian retorted. 

Tracy knew nothing about chess, but there was an arro- 
gance about both men that she found distasteful. She pressed 
the remote-control button that turned off the television set and 
went to sleep. 

Early the following morning Tracy stopped at a travel agency 
and reserved a suite on the Signal Deck of the Queen Eliza- 
beth 2. She was as excited as a child about her first trip abroad, 
and spent the next three days buying clothes and luggage. 

On the morning of the sailing Tracy hired a limousine to drive 
her to the pier. When she arrived at Pier 90, Berth 3, at West 



SIDNEY SHELDON 219 

: ifty-fjfth and Twelfth Avenue, where the QE II was docked, 
t was crowded with photographers and television reporters, 
jid for a moment, Tracy was panic-stricken. Then she real- 
zed they were interviewing the two men posturing at the foot 
if the gangplank— Melnikov and Negulesco, the international 
;rand masters. Tracy brushed past them, showed her passport 
o a ship’s officer at the gangplank, and walked up onto the 
;h\p. On deck, a steward looked at Tracy’s ticket and directed 
ler to her stateroom. It was a lovely suite, with a private ter- 
■ace. It had been ridiculously expensive, but Tracy decided it 
vas going to be worth it. 

She unpacked and then wandered along the corridor. In al- 
nost every cabin there were farewell parties going on, with 
aughter and champagne and conversation. She felt a sudden 
iche of loneliness. There was no one to see her off, no one 
for her to care about, no one who cared about her. That’s not 
true, Tracy told herself. Big Bertha wants me. And she laughed 
aloud. 

She made her way up to the Boat Deck and had no idea of 
the admiring glances of the men and the envious stares of the 
women cast her way. 

Tracy heard the sound of a deep-throated boat whistle and 
calls of ’‘AH ashore w ho’s g oing; ashore.” and she was filled 
with a sudden excitement. She was sailing into a completely 
unknown future. She felt the huge ship shudder as the tucs 
started to pull it out of the harbor, and she stood among tie 
passengers on the Boat Deck, watching the Statue of lihecr.' 
slide out of sight, and then she went exploring. 

The QE II was a city, more than nine hundred fee; fccrazic 
thirteen stories high. It had four restaurants, sit carC ~ 
ballrooms, two nightclubs, and a ‘‘Golden DccrSpxrS^"’ 
There were scores of shops, four swimmisc reels a 
sium, a golf driving range, a jogging track. ?jsc» Lrsr 
to leave the ship, Tracy marveled. 


She had reserved a table upstairs b 
was smaller and more elegant than c 

barely had been seated when a dee -- 


C - ~ V.~;~ 
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She looked up, and there stood Tom Bpwers, the bogus FBI 
man. Oh, no. I don't deserve this, Tracy thought. 

. “What a pleasant surprise. Do you mind if I join you?”- 

“Very much.” 

He slid into the chair across from her and gave her an en- 
gaging smile. “We might as well be friends. After all, we’re 
both here for the same reason, aren’t we?" . . . 

Tracy had no idea what he was talking about. “Look,. Mr. 
Bowers — ” 

“Stevens,” he said easily. “JefF Stevens.” , 

“Whatever." Tracy started to rise. 

“Wait. I’d like to explain about the last time we met.” 

“There’s nothing to explain,” Tracy assured him. “An id- 
iot child could have figured it out — and did.” 

“I owed Conrad Morgan a favor.” He grinned ruefully. “I’m 
afraid he wasn’t too happy with me.” 

There was that same easy, boyish charm that had com- 
pletely taken her in before. For God’s sake, Dennis, it isn’t 
necessary to put cuffs on her. She’s not going to run 
away . ... . 

She said hostilely, “I’m not too happy with you, either. What 
ai;e you doing aboard this ship? Shouldn’t you be on a river- 
boat?” 

He laughed. “With Maximilian Pierpont on board, this is a 
riverboat.” 

“Who?” 

He looked at her in surprise. "Come on. You mean you real!; 
don’t know?” 

“Know what?” 

“Max Pierpont is one of the richest men in the world. Hi 
hobby is forcing competitive companies out of business. Hi 
loves slow horses and fast women, and he owns a lot of both 
He’s the last of the big-time spenders.” 

“And you intend to relieve him of some of his excess 
wealth.” 

“Quite a lot of it, as a matter of fact.” He was eyeing he 
speculatively. “Do you know what you and I should do?” 

“I certainly do, Mr. Stevens. We should say good-bye.” 
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And he sat there watching as Tracy got up and walked out 
of the dining room. 

She had dinner in her cabin. As she ate, she wondered what 
ill fate had placed Jeff Stevens in her path again. She wanted 
to forget the fear she had felt on that train when she thought 
she was under arrest. Well, I’m not going to let him spoil this 
trip. I'll simply ignore him. 

After dinner Tracy went up on deck. It was a fantastic night, 
with a magic canopy of stars sprayed against a velvet sky. She 
was standing at the rail in the moonlight, watching the soft 
phosphorescence of the waves and listening to the sounds of 
the night wind, when he moved up beside her. 

“You have no idea how beautiful you look standing there. 
Do you believe in shipboard romances?” 

“Definitely. What I don’t believe in is you." She started to 
walk away. 

“Wait. I have some news for you. I just found out that Max 
Pierpont isn’t on board, after all. He canceled at the last 
minute." 

“Oh, what a shame. You wasted your fare.” 

“Not necessarily." He eyed her speculatively. “How would 
you like to pick up a small fortune on this voyage?” 

The man is unbelievable. “Unless you have a submarine or 
a helicopter in your pocket, I don’t think you’ll get away with 
robbing anyone on this ship.” 

“Who said anything about robbing anyone? Have you ever 
heard of Boris Melnikov or Pietr Negulesco?" 

“What if I have?" 

“Melnikov and Negulesco are on their way to Russia for a 
championship match. If I can arrange for you to play the two 
of them," Jeff said earnestly, “we can win a lot of money 
It’s a perfect setup." 

Tracy was looking at him incredulously. “If you can ar- 
range for me to play the two of them? That’s your perfect 
setup? 

“Uh-huh. How do you like it?” 

“I love it. There’s just one tiny hitch." 

“What's that?” 
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“I don’t play chess.”. . 

He smiled benignly. “No problem. I’ll teach you.” 

“You’re insane,” Tracy said. “If you want some advice 
you’ll find yourself a good psychiatrist. Good night.” 

The following morning Tracy literally bumped into Bori 
Melnikov. He was jogging on the Boat Deck, and as Trac; 
rounded a comer, he ran into her, knocking her off her feet. 

“Watch where you’re going," he growled. And he kep 
running. 

Tracy sat on the deck, looking after him. “Of all thi 
rude — 1” She stood up and brushed herself off. 

A steward approached. “Are you hurt, miss? I saw him — ’ 

“No, I’m fine, thank you.” 

Nobody was going to spoil this trip. 

When Tracy returned to her cabin, there were six message 
to call Mr. Jeff Stevens. She ignored them. In the aftemooi 
she swam and read and had a massage, and by the time sh 
went into the bar that evening to have a cocktail before din 
ner, she was feeling wonderful. Her euphoria was short-lived 
Pietr Negulesco, the Romanian, was seated at the bar. Whe 
he saw Tracy, he stood up and said, “May I buy you a drink 
beautiful lady?” 

Tracy hesitated, then smiled. “Why, yes, thank you.” 

“What would you like?” 

“A vodka and tonic, please.” 

Negulesco gave the order to the barman and turned back t< 
Tracy. “I’m Pietr Negulesco.” 

“1 know.” 

“Of course. Everyone knows me. Iam the greatest ches 
player in the world. In my country, I am a national hero.” Hi 
leaned close to Tracy, put a hand on her knee, and said, “ 
am also a great fuck.” 

Tracy thought she had misunderstood him. “What?” 

“I am a great fuck.” 

Her first reaction was to throw her drink in his face, but sh< 
controlled herself. She had a better idea. “Excuse me,” sh< 
said, “I have to meet a friend.” 
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She went to look for Jeff Stevens. She found him in the 
’rincess Grill, but as Tracy started toward his table,- she saw 
hat he was dining with a lovely-looking blonde with a spec- 
ular figure, dressed in an evening gown that looked as it it 
lad been painted on. I should have known better, Tracy 
.hought. She turned and headed down the corridor. A mo- 
ment later Jeff was at her side. 

“Tracy ... did you want to see me?” 

“I don’t want to take you away from your . . . dinner.” 
“She’s dessert,” Jeff said lightly. “What can I do for you?” 
“Were you serious about Melnikov and Negulesco?” 
“Absolutely. Why?” 

“I think they both need a lesson in manners.” 

“So do I. And we’ll make money while we teach them.” 
“Good. What’s your plan?” 

“You’re going to beat them at chess.” 

“I’m serious.” 

"So am I.” 

“Hold you, I don’t play chess. I don’t know„a pawn from 
a'king. I-” 

' : "Don’t wony,” Jeff promised her. “A couple of lessons from 
me, and you’ll slaughter t hem both.” 

"Both?" ^ 

“Oh, didn’t I tell you? You’re going to play them simulta- 
neously.” 

Jeff was seated next to Boris Melnikov in the Double Down 
Piano Bar. 

"The woman is a fantastic chess player,” Jeff confided to 
Melnikov. “She’s traveling incognito.” 

The Russian grunted. “Women know nothing about chess 
They cannot think.” 

This one does. She says she could beat you easily ” 
or not.” dnik0V ,aUShed a! ° Ud - “ Nobod y beats me — easily 

play wu and 1 ten thousand dolIars tha * she can 

& ”“ f ^ “ ,he same time and ■“ a <■»* 


Boris Melnikov choked on his drink. “What! That’s— that’s 
idiculous! Play two of us at the same time? This— this female 
mateur ?” 

“That’s right. For ten. thousand dollars each.” 

“I should do it just to teach the stupid idiot a lesson." 

“If you win, the money will be deposited in any country you 
:hoose.” 

A covetous expression flitted across the Russian’s face. “I’ve 
never even heard of this person. And to play, the two of. us! 
My God, she must be insane.” 

“She has the twenty thousand dollars in cash." 

‘What nationality is she?” 

‘American.” 

‘Ah, that explains it. AH rich Americans are crazy, espe- 
cially their women." 

Jeff started to rise. “Well, I guess she’ll just have to play 
Pietr Negulesco alone.” 

" Negulesco is going to play her?” 

“Yes, didn’t I tell you? She wanted to play the two of you, 
but if you’re afraid . . .” 

“ Afraid / Boris Melnikov afraid ?” His voice was a roar. “I 
will destroy her. When is this ridiculous match to take place?” 

“She thought perhaps Friday night. The last night out.” 

Boris Melnikov was thinking hard. “The best two out of 
three?” 

“No. Only one game.” 

“For ten thousand dollars?” 

“That is correct.” 

The Russian sighed. “I do not have that much cash with 
me.” 

“No problem,” Jeff assured him. “All Miss Whitney really 
wants is the glory of playing the great Boris Melnikov, if you 
lose, you give her a personally autographed picture If you win, 
you get ten thousand dollars.” 

“Who holds the stakes?” There was a sharp note of suspi- 
cion in his voice. 

“The ship’s purser.” 

“Very weli,” Melnikov decided. “Friday night We will start 
at ten o’clock, promptly.” 
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‘‘She’ll be so pleased,” Jeff assured him. 

The following morning Jeff was talking to Pietr Negule- 
i the Gymnasium, where the two men were working out 
"She’s an American?” Pietr Negulesco said. “I should have 
nown. All Americans are cuckoo.” 

"She’s a great chess player.” . . 

Pietr Negulesco made a gesture of contempt. Great is not 
rood enough. Best is what counts. And l am the best” 

’ “That’s why she’s so eager to play against you. If you lose, 
m give her an autographed picture. If you 'win, you get ten 
housand dollars in cash . . 

"Negulesco does not play amateurs.” 

. . deposited in any country you like.” 

"Out of the question.” 

“Well, then, I guess she'll have to play only Boris Melni- 
kov.’ 1 

"What? Are you saying Melnikov has agreed to play against 


this woman?" 

“Of course. But she W2S hoping to play you both at once.” 

“I’ve never heard of anything so — so — •” Negulesco sput- 
tered, at a loss for words. "The arrogance* Who is she that 
she thinks she can defeat the two top chess masters in the 
world? She must have escaped from some lunatic-asylum.” 

"She’s a little erratic,” Jeff confessed, “hut her money 13 
good. All cash.” 

“You said ten thousand dollars for defeating her?” 

“That’s right.” 

“And Boris Melnikov gets the same amount?” 

“//he defeats her.” 

Pietr Negulesco grinned. “Oh, he will defeat her. And so 
will I.” 


Just between us, I wouldn’t be a bit surprised.” 

"Who will hold the stakes?” 

“The ship’s purser.” 

Why should Melnikov be the only one to take money fro, 
this woman? thought Pietr Negulesco. * J 

“My friend you have a deal. Where and when?” 

Friday night. Ten o’clock. The Queen’s Room.” 

Pu.tr Negulesco smiled wolfishly. "I will be there ” 
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“You mean they agreed ?” Tracy cried. 

‘That’s right.” 

"I’m going to be sick.” 

“I’ll get you a cold towel.” 

Jeff hurried into the bathroom of Tracy’s suite, ran cold watei 
on a towel, and brought it back to her. She was lying on the 
chaise longue. He placed the towel on her forehead. “How 
does that feel?” 

“Terrible. I think I have a migraine.” 

“Have you ever had a migraine before?” 

“No.” 

“Then you don’t have one now. Listen to me, Tracy, it’s 
perfectly natural to be nervous before something like this.” 

She leapt up and flung down the towel. “Something like this': 
There’s never been anything like this! I’m playing two inter- 
national master chess players with one chess lesson from you 
and—” 

“Two,” Jeff corrected her. “You have a natural talent foi 
chess.” 

“My God, why did I ever let you talk me into this?” 

“Because we’re going to make a lot of money.” 

“I don’t want to make a lot of money,” Tracy wailed. “1 
want this boat to sink. Why couldn’t this be the Titanic?" 

\ “Now, just stay calm,” Jeff said soothingly. “It’s going tc 
’be-” 

“It’s going to be a disaster! Everyone on this ship is goint 
to be watching.” 

‘That’s exactly the point, isn’t it?” Jeff beamed. 

Jeff had made all the arrangements with the ship’s purser. 
He had given the purser the stakes to hold-420,000 in trav : 
eler’s checks — and asked him to set up two chess tables foi 
Friday evening. The word spread rapidly throughout the ship ; 
and passengers kept approaching Jeff to ask if the matches were 
actually going to take place. 

“Absolutely,” Jeff assured all who inquired. “It’s incredi- 
ble. Poor Miss Whitnev helieves she ran win. In fact she’* 
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“I wonder,” a passenger asked, “If I might place a small 

‘‘Certainly. As much money as you like. Miss Whitney is 
iking only ten-to-one odds.” 

A million-to-one odds would have made more sense. From 
ie moment the first bet was accepted, the floodgates opened, 
seemed that everyone on board, including the engine-room 
rew and the ship’s officers, wanted to place bets on the game, 
he amounts varied from five dollars to five thousand dollars 
nd every single bet was on the Russian and the Romanian. 
The suspicious purser reported to the captain. 'Tve never 
een anything like it, sir. It’s a stampede. Nearly all the pas- 
engers have placed wagers. I must be holding two hundred 
housand dollars in bets.” 

The captain studied him thoughtfully. “You say Miss Whit- 
ley is going to play Melnikov and Negulesco at the same 
ime?" 

“Yes, Captain.” 

“Have you verified that the two men are really Pietr Ne- 
julesco and Boris Melnikov?” 

“Oh, yes, of course, sir.” 

. “There’s no chance they would deliberately throw the chess 
game, is there?" 

“Not with their eg os. I think they’d rather die first. And if 
they lost to this woman, that’s probably exactly what would 
happen to them when they got home.” 

The captain ran his fingers through his hair, a puzzled frown 
on his face. "Do you know anything about Miss Whitney or 
this Mr. Stevens?” 

Not a thing, sir. As far as 1 can determine, they’re trav- 
eling separately.” 3 

cheat at i , > 11 3 u.e tau that there is no way to 

r 

pounds for me. Q n the masters.” TOUeL m dcraa 


By 9:00 Friday evening the Queen’s Room was packed with 
passengers from first class, those who had sneaked in from 
second and third class, and the ship’s officers and members of 
the crew who were off duty. At Jeff Stevens’s request, two 
rooms had been set up for the tournament. One table was in 
the center of the Queen's Room, and the other table was in 
the adjoining salon. Curtains had been drawn to separate the 
two rooms. 

“So that the players aren’t distracted by each other,” Jeff 
explained. “And we would like the spectators to remain in 
whichever room they choose." ; • 

Velvet ropes had been placed around the two tables to keep 
the crowds back. The spectators were about to witness some- 
thing they were sure they would never see again. They knew 
nothing about the beautiful young American woman, except 
that it would be impossible for her — or anyone else — to play 
the great Negulesco and Melnikov simultaneously and obtain 
a draw with either of them. 

Jeff introduced Tracy to the two grand masters shortly be- 
fore the game was to begin. Tracy looked like a Grecian paint- 
ing in a muted green chiffon Galanos gown which left one 
shoulder bare. Her eyes seemed tremendous in her pale face. 

Pietr Negulesco looked her over carefully. “Have you won 
all the national tournaments you have played in?” he asked. 
s “Yes,” Tracy replied truthfully. 

He shrugged. “I have never heard of you.” 

Boris Melnikov was equally rude. “You Americans do not 
know what to do with your money," he said. “I wish to thank 
you in advance. My winnings will make my family very 
happy." 

Tracy’s eyes were green jade. “You haven’t won, yet, Mr. 
Melnikov.” 

Melnikov’s laugh boomed out through the room. “My dear 
lady, I don’t know who you are, but I know who / am. 1 am 
the great Boris Melnikov.” 

It was 10:00. Jeff looked around and saw that both salons 
had filled up with spectators. “It’s time for the match to start” 

Tracy sat down across the table from Melnikov and won- 
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dered for the hundredth time how she had gotten herself into 

“There’s nothing to it,” Jeff had assured her. ‘Trust me. 

And like a fool she had trusted him. I must have been out 
of my mind, Tracy thought. She was playing the two greatest 
chess players in the world, and she knew nothing about the 
game, except what Jeff had spent four hours teaching her. 

The big moment had arrived. Tracy felt her legs trembling. 
Melnikov turned to the expectant crowd and grinned. He made 
a hissing noise at a steward. “Bring me a brandy. Napoleon.” 

“In order to be fair to everyone,” Jeff had said to Melni- 
kov, “I suggest that you play the white so that you go first, 
and in the game with Mr. Negulesco, Miss Whitney will play 
the white and she will go first." 

Both grand masters agreed. 

While the audience stood hushed, Boris Melnikov reached 
across the board and played the queen’s gambit decline open- 
ing, moving his queen pawn two squares. I’m not simply going 
to beat litis woman. I’m going to crush her. 

He glanced up at Tracy. She studied the board, nodded, and 
stood up, without moving a piece. A steward cleared the way 
through the crowd as Tracy walked into the second salon, 
where Pietr Negulesco was seated at a table waiting for her. 
There were at least a hundred people crowding the room as 
Tracy took her seat opposite Negulesco. 

"Ah, my little pigeon. Have you defeated Boris yet?” Pietr 
Negulesco laughed uproariously at his joke. 

“I’m working on it, Mr. Negulesco,” Tracy said quietly. 

She reached forward and moved her white queen’s pawn two 
squares. Negulesco looked up at her and grinned. He had ar- 
ranged for a massage in one hour, but he planned to finish this 
game before then. He reached down and moved his black 
queen’s pawn two squares. Tracy studied the board a mo- 
ment, then rose. The steward escorted her back to Boris Mel- 
nikov. 

Tracy sat down at the table and moved her black queen’s 
pawn two squares. In the background she saw Jeff’s almost 
imperceptible nod of approval. 
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Without hesitation, Boris Melnikov moved his white queen’s 
ishop pawn two squares. 

Two minutes later, at Negulesco’s table, Tracy moved her 
hite queen’s bishop two squares. 

Negulesco played his king’s pawn square. . 

Tracy rose and returned to the room where Boris Melnikov 
as waiting. Tracy played her king’s pawn square. , 

So! She is not a complete amateur, Melnikov thought in 
irprise. Let us see what she does with this . He played his 
ueen’s knight to queen’s bishop 3. 

Tracy watched his move, nodded, and returned to Negu- 
sco, where she copied Melnikov’s move. . 

Negulesco moved the queen’s bishop pawn two squares, and 
racy went back to Melnikov and repeated Negulesco’s move. 
With growing astonishment, the two grand masters realized 
tey were up against a brilliant opponent. No matter how clever 
leir moves, this amateur managed to counteract them. 
Because they were separated, Boris Melnikov and Pietr Ne- 
ulesco had no idea that, in effect, they were playing against 
ach other. Every move that Melnikov made with Tracy, Tracy 
jpeated with Negulesco. And when Negulesco countered with 
move, Tracy used that move against Melnikov. 

By the time the grand masters entered the middle game, they 
.'ere no longer smug. They were fighting for their reputations, 
’hey paced the floor while they contemplated moves and 
* <ed furiously on cigarettes. Tracy appeared to be the only 
■ ■ one. 

In the beginning, in order to end the game quickly, Melni- 
:ov had tried a knight’s sacrifice to allow his white bishop to 
mt pressure on the black king's side. Tracy had carried the 
trove to Negulesco. Negulesco had examined the move care* 
ully, then refuted the sacrifice by covering his exposed side, 
,nd when Negulesco had sacked a bishop to advance a rook 
a white’s seventh rank, Melnikov had refuted it before the 
lack rook could damage his pawn structure. 

There was no stopping Tracy. The game had been going on 
or four hours, and not one person in either audience had 
tirred. . 
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Every grand master carries in his head hundreds of games 
nlaved by other grand masters. It was as this particular match 
was going into the end game that both Melnikov and Negu- 
iesco recognized the hallmark of the other. 

The bitch, Melnikov thought. She has studied with Negu- 

lesco. He has tutored her. 

And Negulesco thought, She is Melnikov s protegee. The 

bastard has taught her his game. 

The harder they fought Tracy, the more they came to real- 
ize there was simply no way they could beat her. The match 
was appearing dravvish. 

In the sixth hour of play, at 4:00 A.M., when the players had 
reached the end game, the pieces on each board had been re- 
duced to three pawns, one rook, and a king. There was no 
way for either side to win. Melnikov studied the board for a 
long time, then took a deep, choked breath and said, “I offer 
a draw." 

Over the hubbub, Tracy said, ‘‘I accept.” 

The crowd went wild. 

Tracy rose and made her way through the crowd into the 
next room. As she started to take her seat, Negulesco, in a 
strangled voice said, "I offer a draw.” 

And the uproar from the other room was repeated. The 
crowd could not believe what it had just witnessed. A woman 
had come out of nowhere to simultaneously stalemate the two 
greatest chess masters in the world. 

Jeff appeared at Tracy’s side. "Come on,” he grinned. "We 
both need a drink.” 

When they left, Boris Melnikov and Pietr Negulesco were 
still slumped in their chairs, mindlessly staring auheir boards. 


Tracy and Jeff sat at a table for two in the Upper Deck bar 
‘ You were beautiful,” Jeff laughed. “Did you norice the look 

attack." k ° V S faCe? 1 th ° USht he WaS §0ins 10 have a beast 

... . 1 lhou Sh t / was going to have a heart attack ” T»scv sal.-* 
How much did we win?” ' * — 

“About two hundred thousand dollars. We'll collect 
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the purser in the morning when we dock at Southampton. I’ll 
meet you for breakfast in the dining room." 

“Fine.” 

“I think I'll turn in now. Let me walk you to your state- 
room.” 

“I’m not ready to go to bed yet, Jeff. I’m too excited. You 
go ahead.” 

“You were a champion,” Jeff told her. He leaned over and 
kissed her lightly on the cheek. “Good night, Tracy,” 

“Good night, Jeff.” 

She watched him leave. Go to sleep? Impossible! It had been 
one of the most fantastic nights of her life. The Russian and 
the Romanian had been so sure of themselves, so arrogant. 
Jeff had said, “Trust me,” and she had. She had no illusions 
about what he was. He was a con artist. He was bright and 
amusing and clever, easy to be with. But of course she could 
never be seriously interested in him. 

Jeff was on the way to his stateroom when he encountered 
one of the ship’s officers. 

“Good show, Mr. Stevens. The word about the match has 
already gone out over the wireless. I imagine the press will be 
meeting you both at Southampton. Are you Miss Whitney’s 
manager?" 

. “No, we’re just shipboard acquaintances,” Jeff said easily, 
’■at his mind was racing. If he and Tracy were linked together, 
, would look like a setup. There could even be an investiga- 
tion. He decided to collect the money before any suspicions 
were aroused. 

Jeff wrote a note to Tracy, have picked up money and 

WILL MEET YOU FOR A CELEBRATION BREAKFAST AT THE SA- 
VOY hotel, you were magnificent, jeff. He sealed it in 
an envelope and handed it to a steward. “Please see that Miss 
Whitney gets this first thing in the morning.” 

“Yes, sir." 

Jeff headed for the purser’s office. 

“Sorry to bother you,” Jeff apologized, “but we’ll be dock- 
ing in a few hours, and I know how busy you’re going to be, 
so I wondered whether you’d mind paying me off now?” 
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0 trouble at all ” the purser staled, “Icur young 
ily wizard, isn’t she?” 

he certainly is." 

; you don’t mind my asking, Mr. Stevens, wcers j 

1 did she leam to play chess like that-'” _ „ . 

if leaned dose and conE-ied, “I nemu. sne imereti 

oy Fischer.” \ __ 

ie purser took two large m an t i s. ecuetcces <-ut 
is is a lot of cash to carry arcerd. Would ycc hie 
: you a check for this amount? ” 

No, don’t bother. The cash will be one. 


gmey 

l the 
with 

~e 




wonder if you could do me a favor? The msm c 
to meet the ship before it docks, ccesn’t 2?”’ 
k Yes, sir. We’re expecting it at six a^l” 

‘I'd appreciate it if you could arranrejnr me to 
the mail boat. My mother is seriously m, and Fd 
t to her before it’s” — his voice dropped — ‘"cefon 
a late.” 

“Oh, I’m dreadfully sorry, Mr. Stevens. Cf course 

indie that for you. I’ll make the arrangements with 
_ »■» 
ms. 


Cm CCi-cS 


Vj r#v 


At 6:15 a.m. Jeff Stevens, with the Two envelopes carefully 
tashed away in his suitcase, climbed down the ship’s ladder 
ito the mail boat. He turned to t 2 ke one last lock at the cut- 
ine of the huge ship towering above him. The passengers cn 
he liner were sound asleep. Jeff would be on the deck ions 
>efore the QE II landed. “It was a beautiful voyage," Jeff said 
to one of the crewmen on the mail boat. 


“Yes, it was, wasn’t it?” a voice agreed. 

Jeff turned around. Tracy was seated on a ceil of race her 
hair blowing softly around her face. 

“Tracy! What are you doing here?” 

“What do you think I’m doing?” 

.He saw the expression on her face. “Wait a , 
didn t think 1 was going to run cut on vc« 

“Why would I think that?" Her tone was cider 
~ Tracy ’ 1 left a no ^ for you. I was gems to mar. vr«, ^ 


rat 
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“Of course you were,” she said cuttingly. “You never give 
up, do you?” 

He looked at her, and there was nothing more for him 
to say. 

In Tracy’s suite at the Savoy, she watched carefully as Jeff 
counted out the money. “Your share comes to one hundred 
and one thousand dollars.” 

“Thank you." Her tone was icy. . 

Jeff said, “You know, you're wrong about me, Tracy. I wish 
you’d give me a chance to explain. Will you have dinner with 
me tonight?” 

She hesitated, then nodded. “All right.” 

“Good. I’ll pick you up at eight o’clock." 

When Jeff Stevens arrived at the hotel that evening and asked 
for Tracy, the room clerk said, “I’m sorry, sir. Miss Whitney 
checked out early this afternoon. She left no forwarding 
address.” 


21 


It was the handwritten invitation. Tracy decided later, that 
changed her life. 

After, collecting her share of the money from Jeff Stevens, 
Tracy checked out of the Savoy and moved into 47 Park Street, 
a quiet, semiresidential hotel with large, pleasant rooms and 
superb service. 

On her second day in London the invitation was delivered 
to her suite by the hall porter. It was written in a fine, cop- 
perplate handwriting: “A mutual friend has suggested that it 
might be advantageous for us to become acquainted. Won’t 
you join me for tea at the Ritz this afternoon at 4:00? If you 
will forgive the clichd, I will be wearing a red carnation.” It 
was signed “Gunther Hartog.” 

Tracy had never heard of him. Her first inclination was to 
ignore the note, but her curiosity got the better of her, and at 
4:15 she was at the entrance of the elegant dining hall of the 
Ritz Hotel. She noticed him immediately. He was in his six- 
ties, Tracy guessed, an interesting-looking man with a lean, 
intellectual face. His skin was smooth and clear, almost tr ans- 
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lucent. He was dressed in an expensively tailored gray suit and 
wore a red carnation in his lapel. 

As Tracy walked toward his table, he rose and bowed 
slightly. "Thank you for accepting my invitation.” 

He seated her with an old-fashioned gallantry that Tracy 
found attractive. He seemed to belong to another world. Tracy 
could not imagine what on earth he wanted with her. 

“I came because 1 was curious,” Tracy confessed, "but are 
you sure you haven’t confused me with some other Tracy 
Whitney?” 

Gunther Hartog smiled. “From what 1 have heard, there is 
only one Tracy Whitney.” 

“What exactly have you heard?” 

“Shall we discuss that over tea?” 

Tea consisted of finger sandwiches, filled with chopped egg, 
salmon, cucumber, watercress, and chicken. There were hot 
scones with clotted cream and jam, and freshly made pastries, 
accompanied by Twinings tea. As they ate, they talked. 

“Your note mentioned a mutual friend,” Tracy began. 

“Conrad Morgan. I do business with him from time to time.” 

/ did business with him once, Tracy thought grimly. And he 
tried, to cheat me. 

“He’s a great admirer of yours,” Gunther Hartog was 
saying. 

Tracy looked at her host more closely. He had the bearing 
of an aristocrat and the look of wealth. What does he want 
with me? Tracy wondered again. She decided to let him pur- 
sue the subject, but there was no further mention of Conrad 
Morgan or of what possible mutual benefit there could be be- 
tween Gunther Hartog and Tracy Whitney. 

Tracy found the meeting enjoyable and intriguing. Gunther 
told her about his background. “1 was bom in Munich. My 
father was a banker. He was wealthy, and I’m afraid I grew 
up rather spoiled, surrounded by beautiful paintings and an- 
tiques. My mother was Jewish, and when Hitler came to power, 
my father refused to desert my mother, and so he was' stripped 
of everything. They were both killed in the bombings. Friends 
smuggled me out of Germany to Switzerland, and when the 
war was over, I decided not to return to Germany. I moved 
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to London and opened a small antique shop on Mount Street. 

I hope that you will visit it one day.” 

That's what this is all about, Tracy thought m surprise. He 
wants to sell me something. 

As it turned out, she was wrong. 

As Gunther Hartog was paying the check, he said, casually, 
‘‘I have a little country house in Hampshire. I’m having a few 
friends down for the weekend, and I’d be delighted if you would 
join us.” 

Tracy hesitated. The man was a complete stranger, and she 
still had no idea what he wanted from her. She decided she 
had nothing to lose. 

The weekend turned out to be fascinating. Gunther Har- 
tog’s “little country house” was a beautiful seventeenth-cen- 
tury manor home on a thirty-acre estate. Gunther was a 
widower, and except for his servants, he lived alone. He took 
Tracy on a tour of the grounds. There was a bam stabling half 
a dozen horses, and a yard where he raised chickens and pigs. 

“That’s so we’ll never go hungry,” he said gravely. “Now, 
let me show you my real hobby.” 

He led Tracy to a cote full of pigeons. “These are homing 
pigeons.” Gunther’s voice was filled with pride. “Look at these 
little beauties. See that slate-gray one over there? That’s 
Margo.” He picked her up and held her. “You really are a 
( dreadful girl, do you know that? She bullies the others, but 
j she’s the brightest.” He gently smoothed the feathers over the 
- small head and carefully set her down. 
f. _ The colors of the birds were spectacular There was a va- 
riety of blue-black, blue-gray with checked patterns, and 
,, silver. 

M ‘‘But no white ones,” Tracy noticed. 

^ “Homing pigeons are never white,” Gunther explained, 
; ;t “because white feathers come off too easily, and when pj- 

v S eons are homing, they fly at an average of forty miles an 
hour.” 

, Tracy watched Gunther as he fed the birds a special racing 
u! feed with added vitamins. 

1? : They ^ m amazing species,” Gunther said. “Do you 
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know they can find their way home from over five hundred 

miles away?” 

“That’s fascinating.” 

The guests were equally fascinating. There was a cabinet 
minister, with his wife; an earl; a general and his girl friend; 
and the Maharani of Morvi, a very attractive, friendly young 
woman. “Piease call me V.J.,” she said, in an almost unac- 
cented voice. She wore a deep-red sari shot, with golden 
threads, and the most beautiful jewels Tracy had ever seen. 

“I keep most of my jewelry in a vault,” VJ.. explained. 
“There are so many robberies these days.” 

On Sunday afternoon, shortly before Tracy was to return to 
London, Gunther invited her into his study. They sat across 
from each other over a tea tray. As Tracy poured the tea into 
the wafer-thin Belleek cups, she said, “1 don’t know why you 
invited me here, Gunther, but whatever the reason. I’ve had 
a wonderful time.” 

“I’m pleased, Tracy.” Then, after a moment, he continued. 
“I’ve been observing you.” 

“I see.” 

“Do you have any plans for the future?” 

She hesitated. “No. I haven’t decided what I’m going to do 
yet." 

“I think we could work well together.” 

“You mean in your antique shop?” 

He laughed. “No, my dear. It would be a shame to waste 
your talents. You see, I know about your escapade with Con- 
rad Morgan. You handled it brilliantly.” 

“Gunther ... all that’s behind me.” 

“But what’s ahead of you? You said you have no plans. You 
must think about your future. Whatever money you have is 
surely going to run out one day. I’m suggesting a partnership. 
1 travel in very affluent, international circles. I attend charity 
balls and hunting parties and yachting parties. I know the 
comings and goings of the rich.” 

“I don’t see what that has to do with me-—” 

“I can introduce you into that golden circle. And I do mean 
golden, Tracy. 1 can supply you with information about fab- 
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s jewels and paintings, and how you can safely acquire 
I can dispose of them privately. You would be balanc- 
he ledgers of people who have become wealthy at the ex- 
e of others. Everything would be divided evenly between 
tVhat do you say?” 

[ say no.” 

e studied her thoughtfully. “I see. You will call me if you 
lge your mind?” 

1 won’t change my mind, Gunther.” 

ate that afternoon Tracy returned to London. 


racy adored London. She dined at Le Gavroche and Bill 
itley’s and Coin du Feu, and went to Drones after the 
iter, for real American hamburgers and hot chili. She went 
he National Theatre and the Royal Opera House and at- 
ded auctions at Christie’s and Sotheby’s. She shopped at 
nods, and Fortnum and Mason’s, and browsed for books 
Hatchards and Foyles, and W. H. Smith. She hired a car 
I driver and spent a memorable weekend at the Chewton 
:n Hotel in Hampshire, on the fringe of the New Forest, 
ere the setting was spectacular and the service impeccable. 
But all these things were expensive. Whatever money you 
ve is sure to run out some day. Gunther Hartog was right. 
:r money was not going to last forever, and Tracy realized 
e would have to make plans for the future. 


She was invited back for more weekends at Gunther’s 
untry home, and she thoroughly enjoyed each visit and de- 
bited in Gunther’s company. 

One Sunday evening at dinner a member of Parliament turned 
Tracy and said, “I’ve never met a real Texan, Miss YVhit- 
sy. What are they like?" 


Tracy went into a wicked imitation of a nouveau riche Texas 
swager and had the company roaring with laughter. 

Later, when Tracy and Gunther were alone, he asked, “How 
ould you like to make a small fortune doing that imitation?” 
l m not an actress, Gunther." 

‘‘You underestimate yourself. There’s a jewelry firm in 
-ondon-Parker and Parker— that takes a delight in— as you 
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Americans would, say— -ripping off their customers. You’ve 
given me an .idea how to make them pay for their dishon- 
esty.” He told Tracy his idea. 

“No,” Tracy said. But the more she thought about it, the 
more intrigued she was. She remembered the excitement of 
outwitting the police in Long Island, and Boris Melnikov and 
Pietr Negulesco, and Jeff Stevens. It had been a thrill that was 
indescribable. Still, that was part of the past. 

“No, Gunther," she said again. But this time there was less 
certainty in her voice. 

London was unseasonably warm for October, and English- 
men and tourists alike took advantage of the bright sunshine. 
The noon traffic was heavy with tie-ups at Trafalgar Square, 
Charing Cross, and Piccadilly Circus. A white Daimler turned 
off Oxford Street to New Bond Street and threaded its way 
through the traffic, passing Roland Cartier, Geigers, and the 
Royal Bank of Scotland. A few doors farther on, it coasted to 
a stop in front of a jewelry store. A discreet, polished sign at 
the side of the door read: Parker & Parker. A liveried chauf- 
feur stepped out of the limousine and hurried around to open 
the rear door for his passenger. A young woman with blond 
Sassoon-ed hair, wearing far too much makeup and a tight- 
fitting Italian knit dress under a sable coat, totally inappro- 
priate for the weather, jumped out of the car. 

“Which way’s the joint, junior?” she asked. Her voice was 
loud, with a grating Texas accent. 

The chauffeur indicated the entrance. “There, madame.” 

“Okay, honey. Stick around. This ain’t gonna take long." 

“I may have to circle the block, madame. I won’t be per- 
mitted to park here.” 

She clapped him on the back and said, “You do what you 
gotta do, sport.” 

Sport! The chauffeur winced. It was his punishment for being 
reduced to chauffeuring rental cars. He disliked all Ameri- 
cans, particularly Texans. They were savages; but savages with 
money. He would have been astonished to learn that his pas- 
senger had never even seen the Lone Star State. 

Tracy checked her reflection in the display window, smiled 
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roadly, and strutted toward the door, which was opened by 
uniformed attendant. 

“Good afternoon, madame.” 

“Afternoon, sport. You sell anythin besides costume jew- 
|ry in this joint?” She chuckled at her joke. 

The doorman blanched. Tracy swept into the store, trailing 
n overpowering scent of Chloe behind her. 

Arthur Chilton, a salesman in a morning coat, moved to- 
ward her. “May I help you, madame?” 

“Maybe, maybe not. Old P.J. told me to buy myself a little 
lirthday present, so here I am. Whatcha got?” 

“Is there something in particular Madame is interested in?” 
“Hey, pardner, you English fellows are fast workers, 
lin’cha?” She laughed raucously and clapped him on the 
Moulder. He forced himself to remain impassive. “Mebbe 
somethin’ in emeralds. Old P.J. loves to buy me emeralds.” 
“If you’ll step this way, please. . . .” 

Chilton led her to a vitrine where several trays of emeralds 
were displayed. 

The bleached blonde gave them one disdainful glance. 
“These’re the babies. Where are the mamas and papas?” 

Chilton said stiffly, “These range in price up to thirty thou- 
sand dollars.” 

"Hell, I tip my hairdresser that.” The woman guffawed. “Old 
P.J. would be insulted if I came back with one of them little 
pebbles.” 

Chilton visualized old P.J. Fat and paunchy and as loud and 
obnoxious as this woman. They deserved each other. Why did 
money always flow to the undeserving? he wondered. 

"What price range was Madame interested in?” 

“Why don’t we start with somethin' around a hundred G’s.” 
He looked blank. “A hundred G’sT' 


Hell, 1 thought you people was supposed to speak the kira's 
English. A hundred grand. A hundred thou.” 

He swallowed. "Oh. In that case, perhaps it would be bet- 
ter il you spoke with our managing director.” 

d |[ e , Ct0r ’ Gre S 0f y Halston, insisted on cer- 

5"? ir ! i nS a arfie sales * and since lhe employees cf 

Parker & Parker recerved no commission, it made no differ- 
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ence to them. With a customer as distasteful as this one, Chi] 
ton was relieved to let Halston deal with her. Chilton pressei 
a button under the counter, and a moment later a pale, reedy 
looking man bustled out of a back room. He took a look a 
the outrageously dressed blonde and prayed that none of hi 
regular customers appeared until the woman had departed. 

Chilton said, “Mr. Halston, this is Mrs. . . .er . . . ?”H 
turned to the woman. 

“Benecke, honey. Mary Lou Benecke. Old P.J. Benecke’ 
wife. Betcha you all have heard of P.J. Benecke.” 

“Of course.” Gregory Halston gave her a smile that barel; 
touched his lips. 

“Mrs. Benecke is interested in purchasing.an emerald, Mr 
Halston.” , 

Gregory Halston indicated the trays of emeralds. “We havi 
some fine emeralds here that — ” 

“She wanted something for approximately a hundred thou 
sand dollars.” 

This time the smile that lit Gregory Halston’s face was gen 
uine. What a nice way to start the day. 

"You see, it’s my birthday, and old P.J. wants me to bu] 
myself somethin’ pretty.” 

“Indeed,” Halston said. “Would you follow me, please?” 

“You little rascal, what you got in mind?” The blonde gig 
gled. 

Halston and Chilton exchanged a pained look. Blood ) 
Americans! 

Halston led the woman to a locked door and opened it witf 
a key. They entered a small, brightly lit room, and Halstor 
carefully locked the door behind them. 

“This is where we keep our merchandise for our valuec 
customers,” he said. 

In the center of the room was a showcase filled with a stun 
ning array of diamonds, rubies, and emeralds, flashing theii 
bright colors. 

“Well, this is more like it. Old PJ.’d go crazy in here.” 

“Does Madame see something she likes? 

“Well, let’s jest see what we got here.” She walked over to 
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; jewelry case containing enemies. "_ec me -CCa. — --- 

ire bunch.” _ . . % , t „ 

Halston extracted another small key item ms gees.—- — - 
:ked the case, lifted out a tray of emeralds, and glacec s m 
p of the table. There were ten emeralds in the v&vec case, 
alston watched as the woman picked up the largest cr tat — - 
i exquisite pin in a platinum setting. 

“As old P.J. would say, ‘This here one’s got my name writ 


t it.’ ” 

“Madame has excellent taste. This is a ten-caiat grass-green 
olombian. It’s flawless and—” 

“Emeralds ain’t never flawless.” 

Halston was taken aback for an instant. “Madame is cor- 
:ct, of course. What I meant was — ” For the first time he 
oticed that the woman’s eyes were as green as the stone she 
listed in her hands, tunning it around, studying its facets. 
“We have a wider selection if—” 

“No sweat, sweetie. I’ll take this here one.” 

The sale had taken fewer than three minutes. 

“Splendid," Halston said. Then he added delicately, “In 
lollars it comes to one hundred thousand. How will Madame 
>e paying?” 

“Don’t you worry, Ralston, old sport, I have a dollar ac- 
:ount at a bank here in London. I’ll write out a little ole per- 
sona! check. Then P.J. can jest pay me back.” 

“Excellent. I’ll have the stone cleaned for you and deliv- 
ered to your hotel." 


The stone did not need cleaning, but Halston had no hi: 
tion of letting it out of his possession until her check h 
cleared, for too many jewelers he knew had been cuke c 
clever swmdlers. Halston prided himself on the met ast 
had neveFbeen cheated out of one pound. 

“Where shall I have the emerald delivered' 7 ” 

“We got ourselves the Oliver Messel Suiraat ih&nach. 
Halston made a note. “The Dorchester.” 

“I call it the Oliver Messy Suite,” she hushed - ,r -- 
people don’t like the hotel anymore because it’s mil 
but old P.J, does a lot of business vvirit thm 


Z'J 
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country,’ he always says. P.J. Benecke’s one smart fella.” 

“I’m sure he is,” Halston replied dutifully. 

. He watched as she tore out a check and began writing. Hr 
noted that it was a Barclays Bank check. Good. He had a frienc 
there who would verify the Beneckes’ account. 

He picked up the check. *TU have the emerald delivered tc 
you personally tomorrow morning.” 

“Old PJ.’s gonna love it,” she beamed. 

“I am sure he will,” Halston said politely. 

He walked her to the front door. 

“Ralston--” 

He almost corrected her, then decided against it. Why 
bother? He was never going to lay eyes on her again, than}; 
God! “Yes, madame?” 

“You gotta come up and have tea with us some afternoon 
You’ll love old PJ.” 

“I am sure I would. Unfortunately, I work afternoons.” 

“Too bad.” 

He watched as his customer walked out to the curb. A white 
Daimler slithered up, and a chauffeur got out and opened the 
door for her. The blonde turned to give Halston the thumbs: 
up sign as she drove off. 

When Halston returned to his office, he immediately picked 
up the telephone and called his friend at Barclays. “Peter, dear, 
I have a check here for a hundred thousand dollars drawn on 
the account of a Mrs. Mary Lou Benecke. Is it good?” 

“Hold on, old boy.” ^ . 

Halston waited. He hoped the check was good, for business 
had been slow lately. The miserable Parker brothers, who 
owned the store, were constantly complaining, as though it 
were he who was responsible and not the recession. Of course, 
profits were not down as much as they could have been, for 
Parker & Parker had a department that specialized in cleaning 
jewelry, and at frequent intervals the jewelry that was re* 
turned to the customer was inferior to the original that had been 
brought in. Complaints had been lodged, but nothing had ever 
been proven. 

• Peter was back on the line. “No problem, Gregory There's 
more than enough money in the account to cover the check.” 
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Halston felt a little frisson of relief. "Thank you, Peter. 
"Not at all." 

"Lunch next week— on me.” 


The check cleared the following morning, and the Colom- 
bian emerald was delivered by bonded messenger to Mrs. P.J. 
Benecke at the Dorchester Hotel. 

That afternoon, shortly before closing time, Gregory Hal- 
ston’s secretary said, “A Mrs. Benecke is here to see you, 
Mr. Halston.” 

His heart sank. She had come to return the pin, and he could 
hardly refuse to take it back. Damn all women, all Ameri- 
cans, and all Texans! Halston put on a smile and went out to 
greet her. 

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Benecke. I assume youp husband 
didn’t like the pin.” 

She grinned. "You assume wrong, buster. Old P.J. was just 
plain crazy about it.” 

Halston’s heart began to sing. "He was?” 

“In fact, he liked it so much he wants me to get another 
one so we can have 'em made into a pair of earrings. Let me 
have a twin to the one I got.” 

A small frown appeared on Gregory Halston’s face. "I’m 
afraid we might have a little problem there, Mrs. Benecke.” 
“What kinda problem, honey?” 

“Yours is a unique stone. There’s not another one like it. 
Now, l have a lovely set in a different style I could — ” 

"I don’t want a different style. 1 want one jest like the one 
I bought." 




"To be perfectly candid, Mrs. Benecke, there aren’t very 
many ten-carat Colombian flawless”— he saw her look — 
" nearly flawless stones available.” 
t Come on, sport. There’s gotta be one somewhere.” 

In all honesty, I’ve seen very few stones of that quality, 
and to try to duplicate it exactly in shape and color would be 
almost impossible.” 


,^ e Bot a sayin’ in Texas that the impossible jest takes a 
little longer. Saturday’s my birthday. P.J. wants me to have 
those earrings, and what P.J. wants, PJ. gets ” 
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“I really don’t think I can—” 

"How much did I pay for that pin— a hundred grand? I know 
old P.J. will go up to two hundred or three hundred thousand 
for another one.” 

Gregory Halston was thinking fast. There had to be a du- 
plicate of that stone somewhere, and if P. J. Benecke was 
willing to pay an extra $200,000 for it, that would mean a tidj 
profit. In fact, Halston thought, I can work It out. so that h 
means a tidy profit for me. 

Aloud he said, “i’ll inquire around, Mrs. Benecke. I’m sure 
that no other jeweler in London has the identical emerald, bul 
there are always estates coming up for auction, i’ll do some 
advertising and see what results I get.” 

“You got till the end of the week,” the blonde told him. 
“And jest between you and me and the lamppost, old P.J. will 
probably be willin’ to go up to three hundred fifty thousand 
for it.” 

And Mrs. Benecke was gone, her sable coat billowing out 
behind her. 

Gregory Halston sat in his office lost in a daydream. Fate 
had placed in his hands a man who was so besotted with his 
blond tart that he was willing to pay $350,000 for a $100,000 
emerald. That was a net profit of $250,000. Gregory Halston 
saw no need to burden the Parker brothers with the details of 
the transaction. It would be a simple matter to record the sale 
of the second emerald at 5100,000 and pocket the rest. The 
extra $250,000 would set him up for life. 

All he had to do now was to find a twin to the emerald he 
had sold to Mrs. P.J. Benecke. 

It turned out to be even more difficult than Halston had an- 
ticipated. None of the jewelers he telephoned had anything in 
stock that resembled what he required. He placed advertise- 
ments in the London Times and the Financial Times, and he 
called Christie’s and Sotheby's, and a dozen estate agents. In 
the next few days Halston was inundated with a flood of in- 
ferior emeralds, good emeralds, and a few first-quality emer- 
alds, but none of them came close to what he was looking for. 

On Wednesday Mrs. Benecke telephoned. "Old P-J.’s get- 
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n’ mighty restless,” she warned. “Did you find it yet?” 
“Not yet, Mrs. Benecke,” Halston assured her, “but don’t 

forry, we will.” , 

On Friday she telephoned again. “Tomorrow s my birth- 

ay,” she reminded Halston, 

“I know, Mrs. Benecke. If I only had a few more days, I 
.now I could — ” 

"Well, never mind, sport. If you don’t have that emerald 
iy tomorrow mornin’, I’ll return the one I bought from you. 
)Id P.J.— bless his heart— says he’s gonna buy me a big ole 
:ountry estate instead. Ever hear of a place called Sussex?” 
^Halston broke out in perspiration. “Mrs. Benecke,” he 
noaned earnestly, "you would hate living in Sussex. You 
vould loathe living in a country house. Most of them are in 
Jeplorable condition. They have no central heating and — ” 
"Between you and 1,” she interrupted, “I’d rather have them 
earrings. Old P.J. even mentioned somethin’ about bein’ 
willin’ to pay four hundred thousand dollars for a twin to that 
stone. You got no idea how stubborn old P.J. can be.” 

Four hundred thousand! Halston could feel the money slip- 
ping between his fingers. “Believe me, I’m doing everything I 
can,” he pleaded. “I need a little more time.” 

"It ain’t up to me, honey," she said. “It’s up to P.J.” 

And the line went dead. 


Halston sat there cursing fate. Where could he find an iden- 
tical ten-carat emerald? He was so busy with his bitter thoughts 
that he did not hear his intercom until the third buzz. He pushed 
down the button and snapped, “What is it?” 

"There’s a Contessa Marissa on the telephone, Mr. Hal- 
ston. She's calling about our advertisement for the emerald.” 

Another one! He had had at least ten calls that morning, 
every one of them a waste of time. He picked up the tele- 
phone and said ungraciously, “Yes?” 

A soft female voice with an Italian accent said, "Buon giorno, 
emerald ^ V ° U are interesled Possibly in buying an 


“If it fits my qualifications, yes.” He could not keep the im- 
patience out of his voice. 

“I have an emerald that has been in my family for many 
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years. It is a peccato— a pity— rbut I am in a situation now 
where I am forced to sell it.” 

He had heard that story before. I must try Christie’s again , 
Haiston thought. Or Sotheby’s. Maybe something came in at 
the last minute, or— 

“ Signore ? You are looking for a ten-carat emerald, sfi” 

“Yes ” 

*‘I have a ten-carat verde — green — Colombian.” 

When Haiston started to speak, he found that his voice was 
choked. “Would— would you say that again, please?” 

"Si. I have a ten-carat grass-green Colombian. Would you 
be interested in that?” 

“I might be," he said carefully. “I wonder if you could drop 
by and let me have a look at it.” 

“No, scusi, I am afraid 1 am very busy right now. We are 
preparing a party at the embassy for my husband. Perhaps next 
week I could — ■” 

No! Next week would be too late. “May I come to see you?” 
He tried to keep the eagerness out of his voice. “I could come 
up now." 

“ Ma , no. Sono occupata stamani. I was planning to go 
shopping—" 

“Where are you staying, Contessa?” 

“At the Savoy.” 

“I can be there in fifteen minutes. Ten.” His voice was fe- 
. verish. 

“ Molto bene. And your name is — •” 

“Haiston. Gregory Haiston.” 

“Suite ventisei — twenty-six.” 

The taxi ride was interminable. Haiston transported himself 
from the heights of heaven to the depths of hell, and back again. 
If the emerald was indeed similar to the other one, he would 
be wealthy beyond his wildest dreams. Four hundred thou- 
sand dollars, he’ll pay. A $300,000 profit. He would buy a place 
on the Riviera. Perhaps get a cruiser. With a villa and his own 
boat, he would be able to attract as many handsome young 
men as he liked. ... 

Gregory Haiston was an atheist, but as he walked down the 
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orridor of the Savoy Hotel to Suite 26, he found himself 
iraying, Let the stone be similar enough to satisfy old E.J. 

ienecke. , . . 

He stood in front of the door of the contessa s room taking 

ilovv, deep breaths, fighting to get control of himself. He 
mocked on the door, and there was no answer. 

Oh, my God, Halston thought. She’s gone ; she didn’t wait 
r or me. She went out shopping and— 

The door opened, and Halston found himself facing an ele- 
gant-looking lady in her fifties, with dark eyes, a lined face, 
and black hair laced with gray. 

When she spoke, her voice was soft, with the familiar me- 
lodic Italian accent. “Si?” 

“I’m G-Gregory Halston. You t-telephoned me.” In his 
nervousness he was stuttering. 

“Ah, si. I am the Contessa Marissa. Come in, signore, per 
favore." 

“Thank you." 

He entered the suite, pressing his knees together to keep 
them from trembling. He almost blurted out, “Where’s the 
emerald? But he knew he must control himself. He must not 
seem too eager. If the stone was satisfactory, he would have 
the advantage in bargaining. After all, he was the expert. She 
was an amateur. 

“Please to sit yourself,” the contessa said. 

He took a chair. 

“Scusi. Non parlo molto bene inglese. I speak poor En- 
glish.” 

“No, no. It’s charming, charming.” 

“Grade. Would you take perhaps coffee? Tea?” 

“No, thank you, Contessa.” 

He could feel his stomach quivering. Was it too soon to bring 
up the subject of the emerald? He could not wait another sec- 
ond. “The emerald—” 

She said, "Ah, si. The emerald was given to me by mv 

grandmother. I wish 10 P^s it on to my daughter when she is 
Eofand I-" my hUSband ‘ S S ° inS int ° a aeW business in 

Halston’s mind was elsewhere. He was not interested in the 
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boring life story of the stranger sitting across from him. He 
was burning to see the emerald. The suspense was more than 
he could bear. 

“ Credo che sia importante to help my husband get started 
in his business.” She smiled ruefully. "Perhaps l am making 
a mistake — •” 

"No, no,” Halston said hastily. "Not at all, Contessa. It’s 
a wife’s duty to stand by her husband. Where is the emer- 
ald now?" 

"I have it here,” the contessa said. 

She reached into her pocket, pulled out a jewel wrapped in 
a tissue, and held it out to Halston. He stared at it, and his 
spirits soared. He was looking at the most exquisite ten-carat 
grass-green Colombian emerald he had ever seen. It was so 
close in appearance, size, and color to the one he had sold 
Mrs. Benecke that the difference was almost impossible to de- 
tect. It is not exactly the same, Halston told himself, but only 
an expert would be able to tell the difference. His hands be- 
gan to tremble. He forced himself to appear calm. 

He turned the stone over, letting the light catch the beauti- 
ful facets, and said casually, “It’s a rather nice little stone.” 

" Splendente , si. I have loved it very much all these years. 
I will hate to part with it.” 

“You’re doing the right thing,” Halston assured her. "Once 
. your husband’s business is successful, you will be able to buy 
\ as many of these as you wish.” 

“That is exactly what I feel. You are molto simpatico." 

“I’m doing a little favor for a friend, Contessa. We have 
much better stones than this in our shop, but my friend wants 
one to match an emerald that his wife bought. I imagine he 
would be willing to pay as much as sixty thousand dollars for 
this stone.” 

The contessa sighed. “My grandmother would haunt me fro© 
her grave if I sold it for sixty thousand dollars.” 

Halston pursed his lips. He could afford, to go higher. He 
smiled. "I’ll tell you what ... I think I might persuade my 
friend to go as high as one hundred thousand. That’s a greaJ 
deal of money, but he’s anxious to have the stone." 

“That sounds fair,” the contessa said. 
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■eGory Halston's heart swelled within his breast. “Bene! 1 
ight my checkbook with me, so I’ll just write out a check— 

\{a, no. . . • I am afraid it will not solve my problem, 
contessa’s voice was sad. 

alston stared at her. “Your problem?” . 

Si. As I explain, my husband is going into this new bust- 
. and he needs three hundred fifty thousand dollars. I have 
['ndred thousand of my money to give him, but I need two 
dred fifty thousand more. 1 was hope to get it for this em- 
d.” 

[e shook his head. “My dear Contessa, no emerald in the 
id is worth that kind of money. Believe me, one hundred 
usarid dollars is more than a fair offer." 

I am sure it is so, Mr. Haiston,” the contessa told him, 
it it will not help my husband, will it?” She rose to her 
t. “I will save this to give to our daughter.” She held out 
dim, delicate hand. “Grazie, signore. Thank you for 
ning.” 

ialston stood there in a panic. “Wait a minute,” he said, 
i greed was dueling with his common sense, but he knew 
must not lose the emerald now. “Please sit down , Coo- 
sa. I’m sure we can come to some equitable arrange^ 
snt. If I can persuade my client to pay a hundred fifty 
rusand— ?” 

“Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars.” 

“Let’s say, two hundred thousand?" 

“Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars.” 

There was no budging her. Haiston made his decision. A 
50,000 profit was better than nothing. It would mean a smaller 
11a and boat, but it was still a fortune. It would serve the 
irker brothers right for the shabby way they treated him. He 
ould wait a day or two and then give them his notice. By 
ixt week he would be on the Cote d’Azur. 

“You have a deal,” he said. 

“ Meraviglioso ! Sono contenta!” 

You should be contented, you bitch , Haiston thought. But 
e had nothing to complain about. He was set for life. He took 
ne last look at the emerald and slipped it into his pocket. ‘Til 
ive you a check written an the store’s account;” 
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"Bene, signore 

Halston wrote out the check and handed it to her. He wc 
have Mrs- PJ. Benecke make out her $400,000 check to ca 
Peter would cash the check for him, and he would excha 
the contessa’s check for the Parker brothers’ check and poc 
the difference. He would arrange it with Peter so that 
$250,000 check would not appear on the Parker broth* 
monthly statement. One hundred and fifty thousand dollar 

He could already feel the warm French sun on his face. 

The taxi ride back to the store seemed to take only s 
onds. Halston visualized Mrs. Benecke’s happiness when 
broke the good news to her. He had not only found the je 
she wanted, he had spared her from the excracmtmg_exp 
ence of living in a drafty, rundown country' house. 

When Halston floated into the store, Chilton said, “Sii 
customer here is interested in — ” 

Halston cheerfully waved him aside. “Later.” 

He had no time for customers. Not now, not ever agi 
From now on people would wait on him. He would shot 
Hermes and Gucci and Lanvin. 

Halston fluttered into his office, closed the door, 
emerald on the desk in front of him, and dialed a nur 

An operator’s voice said, “Dorchester Hotel.” 

“The Oliver Messel Suite, please.” 

“To whom did you wish to speak?” 

“Mrs. P.J. Benecke.” 

“One moment, please.” 

Halston whistled softly while he waited. 

The operator came back on the line. "I’m sorry, I 
necke has checked out.” 

“Then ring whatever suite she’s moved to.” 

“Mrs. Benecke has checked out of the hotel.” 

“That’s impossible. She — ” 

“I’ll connect you with reception." 

A male voice said, “Reception. May I help you?” 

“Yes. What suite is Mrs. PJ. Benecke in?” 

“Mrs. Benecke checked out of the hotel this momi 
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There had to be an explanation. Some unexpected emer- 
gency. 

“May I have her forwarding address, please. This is — ” 

“I’m sorry. She didn’t leave one.’’ 

“ Of course she left one.’’ 

“I checked Mrs. Benecke out myself. She left no forward- 
ing address.” 

It was a jab to the pit of his stomach. Halston slowly re- 
placed the receiver and sat there, bewildered. He had to find 
a way to get in touch with her, to let her know that he had 
finally located the emerald. In the meantime, he had to get back 
the $250,000 check from the Contessa Marissa. 

He hurriedly dialed the Savoy Hotel. "Suite twenty-six.” 

“Whom are you calling, please?" 

“The Contessa Marissa.” 

“One moment, please.” 

But even before the operator came back on the line, some 
terrible premonition told Gregory Halston the disastrous news 
he was about to hear. 

“I’m sorry. The Contessa Marissa has checked out." 

He hung up. His fingers were trembling so hard that he was 
barely able to dial the number of the bank. “Give me the head 
bookkeeper . . . quickly! I wish to stop payment on a check.” 

But, of course, he was too late. He had sold an emerald for 
$100,000 and had bought back the same emerald for $250,000. 
Gregory Halston sat there slumped in his chair, wondering how 
he was going to explain it to the Parker brothers. 



It was the beginning of a new life for Tracy. She purchased 
a beautiful old Georgian house at 45 Eaton Square that was 
bright and cheerful and perfect for entertaining. It had a Queen 
Anne-— British slang for a front garden— and a Mary Anne— a 
back garden — and in season the flowers were- magnificent. 
Gunther helped Tracy furnish the house, and before the two 
of them were finished, it was one of the showplaces of 
London. 

Gunther introduced Tracy as a wealthy young widow whose 
husband had made his fortune in the import-export business. 
She was an instant success; beautiful, intelligent, and charm- 
ing, she was soon inundated with invitations. 

At intervals, Tracy made short trips to France and Switzer- 
land and Belgium and Italy, and each time she and Gunther 
Hartog profited. 

Under Gunther’s tutelage, Tracy studied, the Almanack de 
Gotha and Debrett’s Peerage and Baronetage, the authorita- 
tive books listing detailed information on all the royalty and 
titles in Europe. Tracy became a chameleon, an expert in 
makeup and disguises and accents. She acquired half a dozen 
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passports. In various countries, she was a British duchess, a 
French airline stewardess, and a South American heiress. In 
a year she had accumulated more money than she would ever 
need. She set up a fund from which she made large, anony- 
mous contributions to organizations that helped former women 
prisoners, and she arranged for a generous pension to be sent 
to Otto Schmidt every month. She no longer even entertained 
the thought of quitting. She loved the challenge of outwitting 
clever, successful people. The thrill of each daring escapade 
acted like a drug, and Tracy found that she constantly needed 
new and bigger challenges. There was one credo she lived by: 
She was careful never to hurt the innocent. The people who 
jumped at her swindles were greedy or immoral, or both. No 
one will ever commit suicide because of what I’ve done to them, 
Tracy promised herself. 

The newspapers began to carry stories of the daring esca- 
pades that were occurring all over Europe, and because Tracy 
used different disguises, the police were convinced that a rash 
of ingenious swindles and burglaries was being carried out by 
a gang of women. Interpol began to take an interest. 


At the Manhattan headquarters of the International Insur- 
ance Protection Association, J. J. Reynolds sent for Daniel 
Cooper. 

"We have a problem,” Reynolds said. “A large number of 
our European clients are being hit — apparently by a gang of 
women. Everybody’s screaming bloody murder. They want the 
gang caught. Interpol has agreed to cooperate with us. It’s your 
assignment, Dan. You leave for Paris in the morning.” 


Tracy was having dinner with 
Street. 


Gunther at Scott’s on Mount 


I 

\ 


Have you ever heard of Maximilian Pierpont, Tracy?” 
The name sounded familiar. Where had she heard it before? 
She remembered. Jeff Stevens, on board the QE II, had said, 
\ e re here for the same reason. Maximilian Pierpont.” 
“Very nch, isn’t he?” 


“And quite ruthless. He specializes in buying 
and stripping them.” 


up companies 




it lumumwiT v^viui-u 


When Joe Romano took over the business, he fired ever 
body and brought in his own people to run things. Then l 
began to raid the company. . . . They took everything— tf, 
business, this house, your mother’s car. 

Gunther was looking at her oddly. “Tracy, are you all right? 

“Yes. I’m fine.” Sometimes life can be unfair, she though 
and it's up to us to even things out. “Tell me more afaot 
Maximilian Pierpont.” 

“His third wife just divorced him, and he’s alone now. 1 thin 
it might be profitable if you made the gentleman’s acquain 
ance. He’s booked on the Orient Express Friday, from Loi 
don to Istanbul.” 

Tracy smiled. “I’ve never been on the Orient Express. I thin 
I’d enjoy it.” 

Gunther smiled back. “Good. Maximilian Pierpont has tb 
only important Fabergd egg collection outside of the Herm 
tage Museum in Leningrad. It’s conservatively estimated to t 
worth twenty million dollars.” 

“If I managed to get some of the eggs for you,” Tracy aske< 
curious, “what would you do with them, Gunther? Wouldn 
they be too well known to sell?” 

“Private collectors, dear Tracy. You bring the little eggs t 
me, and I will find a nest for them.” 

“I’ll see what I can do.” 

“Maximilian Pierpont is not an easy man to approacl 
However, there are two other pigeons also booked on the Or 
ent Express Friday, bound for the film festival in Venice. I thin 
they’re ripe for plucking. Have you heard of Silvana Luadi? 

“The Italian movie star? Of course.” 

“She’s married to Alberto Fomati, who produces those tei 
rible epic films. Fomati is infamous for hiring actors and d 
rectors for very little cash, promising them big percentages c 
the profits, and keeping all the profits for himself. He manage 
to make enough to buy his wife very expensive jewels. Th 
more unfaithful he is to her, the more jewelry he gives hei 
By this time Silvana should be able to open her own jewelr 
store. I’m sure you’ll find all of them interesting company.” 

“I’m looking forward to it,” Tracy said. 
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The Venice Simplon Orient Express departs from Victoria 
Station in London every Friday morning at 1 1:44, traveling from 
London to Istanbul, with intermediate stops in Boulogne, Paris, 
Lausanne, Milan, and Venice. Thirty minutes before depar- 
ture a portable check-in counter is set up at the entrance to 
the boarding platform in the terminal, and two burly uni- 
formed men roll a red rug up to the counter, elbowing aside 
eagerly waiting passengers. 

The new owners of the Orient Express had attempted to re- 
create the golden age of rail travel as it existed in the late 
nineteenth century, and the rebuilt train was a duplicate of the 
original, with a British Pullman car, wagon-lit restaurants, a 
bar-salon car, and sleeping cars. 

An attendant in a 1920’s marine-blue uniform with gold braid 
carried Tracy’s two suitcases and her vanity case to her cabin, 
which was disappointingly small. There was a single seat, up- 
holstered with a flower-patterned mohair. The rug, as well as 
the ladder that was used to reach the top berth, was covered 
in the same green plush. It was like being in a candy box. 

Tracy read the card accompanying a small bottle of cham- 
pagne in a silver bucket: Oliver aubert, train manager. 

I'll save it until I have something to celebrate, Tracy de- 
cided. Maximilian Pierpont. Jeff Stevens had failed. It would 
be a wonderful feeling to top Mr. Stevens. Tracy smiled at the 
thought. 

She unpacked in the cramped space and hung up the clothes 
she would be needing. She preferred traveling on a Pan Amer- 
ican jet rather than a train, but this journey promised to be an 
exciting one. 


Exactly on schedule, the Orient Express began to move out 
of the station. Tracy sat back in her seat and watched the 
southern suburbs of London roll by. 

At 1:15 that afternoon the train arrived at the port of Folke- 
stone, where the passengers transferred to the Sealink ferry 
which would take them across the channel to Boulogne where 
they would board another Orient Express heading south. 

. Trac y ^PProachcd one of the attendants. “1 understand 

ouuTmer P0 ”‘ 15 ,raVe ' i ' 1S Wi ‘ h US - Co “ ll! you poim him 
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The attendant shook his head* “I wish I could, ma’am. Y 
booked his cabin and paid for it, but he never showed up. Vei 
unpredictable gentleman, so I’m told.” 

That left Silvana Luadi and her husband, the producer < 
forgettable epics. 

In Boulogne, the passengers were escorted onto the coni 
nental Orient Express. Unfortunately, Tracy’s cabin on tl 
second train was identical to the one she had left, and the rous 
roadbed made the journey even more uncomfortable. She r 
mained in her cabin all day making her plans, and at 8:00 i 
the evening she began to dress. 

The dress code of the Orient Express recommended evi 
ning clothes, and Tracy chose a stunning dove-gray chiffc 
gown with gray hose and gray satin shoes. Her only jeweli 
was a single strand of matched pearls. She checked herself i 
the mirror before she left her quarters, staring at her reflectic 
for a long time. Her green eyes had a look of innocence, an 
her face looked guileless and vulnerable. The mirror is lyin\ 
Tracy thought. I’m not that woman anymore. I’m living 
niqsquerade..But an exciting one. 

As Tracy left her cabin, her purse slipped out of her ftan< 
and as she knelt down to retrieve it, she quickly examined tfi 
outside locks on the door. There were two of them: a Yal 
lock and a Universal lock. No problem. Tracy rose and move 
x on toward the dining cars. . 

There were three dining cars aboard the train. The seats wei 
plush-covered, the walls were veneered, and the soft lighi 
came from brass sconces topped with Lalique shades. Trac 
entered the first dining room and noted several empty table: 
The maitre d’ greeted her. "A table for one, mademoiselle?' 

Tracy looked around the room. "I’m joining some friend: 
thank you." 

She continued on to the next dining car. This one was mor 
crowded, but there were still several unoccupied tables. : 

"Good evening,” the maitre d’ said. “Are you dining alone?' 

“No, I’m meeting someone. Thank you.” • • 

She moved on to the third dining car. There, every table wa 
occupied. 
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rhe maitre d’ stopped her at the door. “I’m afraid there will 
a wait fora table, madam. There are available tables in the 

ler dining cars, however.” . 

Iracy looked around the room, and at a table in the tar cor- 
r she saw what she was looking for. “That’s all right,” Tracy 
id. “I see friends." 

She moved past the maitre d’ and walked over to the comer 
3 j B . “Excuse me,” she said apologetically. “All the fables 
em to be occupied. Would you mind if I joined you?” 

The man quickly rose to his feet, took a good look at Tracy, 
d exclaimed, Prego ! Con piacerel I am Alberto Fomati and 
is is my wife, Silvana Luadi.” 

‘Tracy Whitney.” She was using her own passport. 

“Ah! E Americana! I speak the excellent English.” 

Alberto Fomati was short, bald, and fat. Why Silvana Lu- 
ll had ever married him had been the most lively topic in 
ome for the twelve years they had been together. Silvana 
uadi was a classic beauty, with a sensational figure and a 
ampelling, natural talent. She had won an Oscar and a Silver 
aim award and was always in great demand. Tracy recog- 
ized that she was dressed in a Valentino evening gown that 
old for five thousand dollars, and the jewelry she wore must 
ave been worth close to a million. Tracy remembered Gunther 
lartog’s words: The more unfaithful he is to her, the more 
twelry he gives her. By this time Silvana should be able to 
>pen her own jewelry store. 

“This is your first time on the Orient Express, signorina?” 
"ornati opened the conversation, after Tracy was seated. 

“Yes, it is.” 


“Ah, it is a very romantic train, filled with legend.” His eyes 
,vere moist. “There are many interessante tales about ft. For 
instance, Sir Basil Zaharoff, the arms tycoon, used to ride the 
aid Orient Express— always in the seventh compartment. One 
night he hears a scream and a pounding on his door. A bellis- 
sima young Spanish duchess throws herself upon him.” For- 
nati paused to butter a roll and take a bite. “Her husband was 
trying to murder her. The parents had arranged the marriage 
and the poor girl now realized her husband was insane Za- 
haroil restrained the husband and calmed the hysterical young 
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woman and thus began a romance, that lasted forty years.” 

“How exciting," Tracy said. Her. eyes were wide with in- 
terest. 

“Si. Every year after that they meet on. the Orient Express, 
he in compartment number seven, she in number eight. Wher 
her husband died, the lady and ZaharofF were married, and a< 
a token of his fove, he bought her the casino at Monte Carle 
as a wedding gift.” 

“What a beautiful story, Mr. Fornati.” 

Silvana Luadi sat in stony silence. 

“ Mangia Fornati urged Tracy. “Eat.” 

The menu consisted of six courses, and Tracy noted thal 
Alberto Fornati ate each one and finished what his wife lefl 
on her plate. In between bites he kept up a constant chatter. 

“You are an actress, perhaps?” he asked Tracy. 

She laughed. “Oh no. I’m just a tourist.” 

He beamed at her. “ Bellissima . You are beautiful enough 
to be an actress.” 

“She said she is not an actress,” Silvana said sharply. 

Alberto Fornati ignored her. “I produce morion pictures,” 
he told Tracy. “You have heard of them, of course: Wild Sav- 
ages, The Titans versus Superwoman. . . .” 

“I don’t see many movies,” Tracy apologized. She felt his 
fat leg press against hers under the table. 

“Perhaps I can arrange to show you some of mine " 

Silvana turned white with anger. 

“Do you ever get to Rome, my dear?” His leg was moving 
up and down against Tracy’s. 

“As a matter of fact. I’m planning to go to Rome after Ven- 
ice.” 

“Splendid! Benissimo! We will all get together for dinner. 
Won't we, caraV' He gave a quick glance toward Silvana be- 
fore he continued. “We have a lovely villa off the Appian Way. 
Ten acres of — ■” His hand made a sweeping gesture and 
knocked a bowl of gravy into his wife’s lap. Tracy could not 
be sure whether it was deliberate or not. - 

Silvana Luadi rose to her feet and looked at the spreading 
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stain on her dress. “Sei un mascalzone!” she screamed. "Tieni 

le tue puttane lontano da me!” . 

She stormed out of the dining car, every eye following her. 
“What a shame,” Tracy murmured. “It’s such a beautiful 
dress.” She could have slapped the man for degrading his wife. 
She deserves every carat of jewelry she has, Tracy thought, 
and more. 

He sighed. “Fornati will buy her another one. Pay no atten- 
tion to her manners. She is very jealous of Fornati.” 

“I’m sure she has good reason to be.” Tracy covered her 
irony with a small smile. 

He preened. “It is true. Women find Fornati very attrac- 
tive." 

It was all Tracy could do to keep from bursting out laughing 
at the pompous little man. “I can understand that.” 

He reached across the table and took her hand. “Fornati 
likes you,” he said. “Fornati likes you very much. What do 
you do for a living?” 

“I'm a legal secretary. 1 saved up all my money for this trip. 
1 hope to get an interesting position in Europe.” 

His bulging eyes roved over her body. “You will have no 
problem, Fomati promises you. He is very nice to people who 
are very nice to him.” 

“How wonderful of you,” Tracy said shyly. 

He lowered his voice. “Perhaps we could discuss this later 
this evening in your cabin?” 

“That might be embarrassing.” 

“Perc/u?? Why?" 

“You’re so famous. Everyone on the train probably knows 
who you are.” 

"Naturally.” 


“i lhe y ?® e you c , ome t0 ray cabin— well, you know, some 

E w ® suntl ? R “' Of course, if your cabin i near 
mine . . . What number are you in?” 


juu lit! 

“£ serranfa— seventy." He looked at her hopefully 
VenTcer ' S ' m “ anoUler Why don’t we meet 


m 


He beamed. "Bene! My wife, she 


stays in her room most 
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of the time- She cannot stand the sun on her face. Have you 
ever been to Venezia?” 

“No.” 

“Ah. You and I shall go to Torcello, a beautiful little island 
with a wonderful restaurant, the Locanda Cipriani. It is also 
a small hotel.” His eyes gleamed. “Molto privato." 

Tracy gave him a slow, understanding smile. “It sounds ex- 
citing." She lowered her eyes, too overcome to say more. 

Fomati leaned forward, squeezed her hand, and whispered 
wetly, "You do not know what excitement is yet, earn” 

Half an hour later Tracy was back in her cabin. 

The Orient Express sped through the lonely night, past Paris 
and Dijon and Vallarbe, while the passengers slept. They Had' 
turned in their passports the evening before, and the border j 
formalities would be handled by the conductors. 

At 3:30 in the morning Tracy quietly left her compartment. 
The timing was critical. The train would cross the Swiss ^bor- 
der and reach Lausanne at 5:21 a.m. and was due to arrive in 
Milan, Italy, at 9:15 a.M. 

Clad jn pajamas mid robe, and carrying a sponge bag, Tracy 
moved down the corridor,' every sense alert, the familiar eX:,. 
citement making hecpulse leap. There were no toilets in the 
cabins of the train, but there were some located at the end of 
each car. If Tracy was questioned, she was prepared to say 
\ that she was looking for the ladies’ room, but she encountered 

> one. The conductors and porters were taking advantage of 
early-morning hours to catch up on their sleep. 

Tracy reached Cabin E 70 without incident. She quietly tried 
the doorknob. The door was locked. Tracy opened the sponge 
bag and took out a metallic object and a small bottle with a 
syringe, and went to work. 

Ten minutes later she was back in her cabin, and thirty min- 
utes after that she was asleep, with the trace of a smile on her 
freshly scrubbed face. 

"VS^/.s 

Vr* 

At 7:00 a.m., two hours before the Orient Express was due 
to arrive in Milan, a series of piercing screams rang out. They 


; from Cabin E 70, ana 
engers poked their heads cu: 
happening. A conductor Ciim 


: of tbeir nicids : 


reu /v/. 

lvana Luadi was in hysterics. ~ 

amed. “All my jewelry is gone! Tnis misei-icle 



idri — thieves!” 

Please calm down, madame,” the conductor 


Calrn down!" Her voice went up an octave. “How dais 
i tell me to calm down, stupido,maiale\ Someone has sto- 
more than a million dollars' worth of my jewels!” 

How could this have happened?” Alberto Fornati de- 
rided. “The door was locked— and Fornati is a light sleeper, 
myone had entered, I would have awakened instantly.” 
fhe conductor sighed. He knew only too well how it had 
jpened, because it had happened before. During the night 
neone had crept down the corridor and sprayed a syringe 
I of ether through the keyhole. The locks would have been 
ild’s play for someone who knew what he was doing. The 
ef would have closed the door behind him, looted the room, 
d, having taken what he wanted, quietly crept back to his 
mpartment while his victims were still unconscious. But there 
is one thing about this burglary that was differed from the 
hers. In the past the thefts had not been discovered until after 
e train had reached its destination, so the thieves had had a 
lance to escape. This was a different situation. No one had 
secnbarked since the robbery, which meant that the jewelry 
ill had to be on board. 

“Don’t worry,” the conductor promised the Fomatis. 
You’ll get your jewels back. The thief is still on this train.” 
He hurried forward to telephone the police in Milan. 


When the Orient Express pulled into the Milan terminal, 
wenty uniformed policemen and plainclothes detectives lined 
he station platform, with orders not to let any passengers or 
laggage off the train. 

Luigi Ricci, the inspector in charge, was taken directly to 
he Fornati compartment. 
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If anything, Siivana Luadi’s hysteria had increased. “Every 
bit of jewelry I owned was in that jewel case,” she screamed. 
“And none of it was insured!" 

The inspector examined the empty jewel case. “You are sure 
you put your jewels in there last night, signora?” 

“Of course I am sure. I put them there every night.” Her 
luminous eyes, which had thrilled minions ; of adoring fans, 
pooled over with large tears, and inspector” Ricci was. ready.,. 
. to, slay dragons for her. - - " - 

He walked over to the compartment door, bent down, and 
sniffed the keyhole. He could detect the lingering odor of ether. 
There had been a robbery, and he intended to catch the un; 
feeling bandit; 

Inspector Ricci straightened up and said, “Do not worry, 
signora. There is no way the jewels can be removed from this 
train. We will catch the thief, and your gems will be returned 
to you.” 

Inspector Ricci had every reason to be confident. The trap 
was tightly sealed, and there was no possibility for the culprit 
to get away. 

One by one, the detectives escorted the passengers to a sta- 
tion waiting room that had been roped off, and they were ex- 
pertly body searched. The passengers, many of them people 
of prominence, were outraged by this indignity. • 

“I’m sorry,” Inspector Ricci explained to each of them, “but 
X, a million-dollar theft is a very serious business.” 

As each passenger was led from the train, detectives turned 
cabins upside down. Every inch of space was examined. 
This was a splendid opportunity for Inspector Ricci, and he 
intended to make the most of it. When he recovered the sto- 
len jewels, it would mean a promotion and a raise. His imag- 
ination became inflamed. Siivana Luadi would be so grateful 
to him that she would probably invite him to . , . He gave 
orders with renewed vigor. 

There was a knock at Tracy's cabin door and a detective 
entered. “Excuse me, signorina. There has been a robbery. It 
is necessary to search all passengers. If you will come with 
me, please. . . 

“A robbery?” Her voice was shocked. “On this train?” 
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“I fear so, signorina.” 

When Tracy stepped out of her compartment, two dece- 
ives moved in, opened her suitcases, and began carefully sift- 
ng through the contents. 

At the end of four hours the search had turned up several 
lackets of marijuana, five ounces of cocaine, a knife, and an 
Uegal gun. There was no sign of the missing jewelry. 

Inspector Ricci could not believe it. “Have you searched 
he entire train?” he demanded of his lieutenant. 

“Inspector, we have searched every inch. We have exam- 
ined the engine, the dining rooms, the bar, the toilets, the 
:ompartments. We have searched the passengers and crew and 
examined every piece of luggage. I can swear to you that the 
jewelry is not on board this train. Perhaps the lady imagined 
the theft.” 

But Inspector Ricci knew better. He had spoken to the 
waiters, and they had confirmed that Silvana Luadi had in- 
deed worn a dazzling display of jewelry at dinner the evening 
before. 

A representative of the Orient Express had flown to Milan. 
‘‘You cannot detain this train any longer,” he insisted. “We 
are already far behind schedule.” 

Inspector Ricci was defeated. He had no excuse for holding 
the train any further. There was nothing more he could do. 
The only explanation he could think of was that somehow, 
during the night, the thief had tossed the jewels off the train 
to a waiting confederate. But could it have happened that way? 
The timing would have been impossible. The thief could no! 
have known in advance when the corridor would be clear, when 
a conductor or passenger might be prowling about, what time 
the train would be at some deserted assignation point. This was 
a mystery beyond the inspector’s power to solve. 

“Let the train go on,” he ordered. 

He stood watching helplessly as the Orient Express slowly 
pulled out of the station. With it went his promotion, his raise, 
and a blissful orgy with Silvana Luadi. 

TJe sole topic of conversation in the breakfast car was the 
robbery. 
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“It’s the most exciting thing that’s happened to me in years,” 
confessed a prim.teacher at a girls’ school. She fingered a small 
gold necklace with a tiny diamond chip. “I’m lucky they didn’t 
take this.” 

“Very,” Tracy gravely agreed. 

When Alberto Fomati walked into the dining car, he caught 
sight of Tracy and hurried over to her. “You know what hap- 
pened, of course. But did you know it was Fomati’s wife who 
was robbed?" 

“No!” 

“Yes! My life was in great danger. A gang of thieves crept 
into my cabin and chloroformed me. Fomati could have been 
murdered in his sleep.” 

“How terrible.” 

“£ una bella fregatura! Now I shall have to replace all of 
Silvana’s jewelry. It’s going to cost me a fortune.” 

“The police didn’t find the jewels?” ' 

“No, but Fomati knows how the thieves got rid of them.” 

“Really! How?” 

He looked around and lowered his voice. “An accomplice 
was waiting at one of the stations we passed during the night. 
The ladri threw the jewels out of the train, and — ecco — it was 
done.” 

Tracy said admiringly, “How clever of you to figure that 
out.” 

\ "‘Si.” He raised his brows meaningfully. “You will not for* 

. get our little tryst in Venezia?” 

“How could I?" Tracy smiled. 

He squeezed her arm hard. “Fomati is looking forward to 
it. Now I must go console Siivana. She is hysterical.” 

When the Orient Express arrived at the Santa Lucia station 
in Venice, Tracy was among the first passengers to disem- 
bark. .She had her luggage taken directly to the airport and was 
on the next plane to London with Siivana Luadi’s jewelry. 

Gunther Hartog was going to be pleased. 


The seven-story headquarters building of Interpol, the In- 
ternational Criminal Police Organization, is at 26 Rue Armen- 
gaud, in the hills of St. Cloud, about six miles west of Paris, 
discreetly hidden behind a high green fence and white stone 
walls. The gate at the street entrance is locked twenty-four 
hours a day, and visitors are admitted only after being scruti- 
nized through a closed-circuit television system. Inside the 
building, at the head of the stairs at each floor, are white iron 
gates which are locked at night, and every ficor is equipped 
with a separate alarm system and closed-circuit television. 

The extraordinary security is mandatory, for within this 
; building are kept the world’s most elaborate dossiers with files 
on two and a half million criminals. Interpol is a clearinghouse 
of information for 126 police forces in 78 countries, a pri co- 
•> ordinates the worldwide activities of police forces in dealing 
'$ with swindlers, counterfeiters, narcotics smugglers, robbers, 
and murderers. It disseminates up-to-the-second information, 
a by an updated bulletin called a circulation; by radio, photo- 
telegraphy, and early-bird satellite. The Paris headquarters is 
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manned by former detectives from the Suretd National or tii 
Paris Prefecture. 

On an early May morning a conference was under way i 
the office of Inspector Andre Trignant, in charge of Interpi 
headquarters. The office was comfortable and simply fu 
nished, and the view was breathtaking. In the far distance t 
the east, the Eiffel Tower loomed, and in another direction th 
white dome of the Sacrd Coeur in Montmartre was clearly vii 
ible. The inspector was in his mid-forties, an attractive, at 
thoritative figure, with an intelligent face, dark hair, and shrew 
brown eyes behind black horn-rimmed glasses. Seated in th 
office with him were detectives from England, Belgium, Franc* 
and Italy. 

"Gentlemen,” Inspector Trignant said, "I have receive 
urgent requests from each of your countries for informatio 
about the rash of crimes that has recently sprung up all ove 
Europe. Half a dozen countries have been hit by an epidemi 
of ingenious swindles and burglaries, in which there are set 
eral similarities. The victims are of unsavo ry reputation, ther 
is never violence involved, and the perpetrator is always a f e 
male. We have reached the conclusion that we are facing a 
international gang of women. We have identi-kit pictures base 
on the descriptions by victims and random witnesses. As yet 
will see, none of the women in the pictures is alike. Some ar 
blond, some brunet. They have variously been reported as bein; 
English, French, Spanish, Italian, American— or Texan." 

Inspector Trignant pressed a switch, and a series of pic 
tures began to appear on the wall screen. “Here you see ai 
identi-kit sketch of a brunet with short hair.” He pressed tk 
button again. “Here is a young blonde with a shag cut. . . 
Here is another blonde with a perm ... a brunet with s 
pageboy. , . . Here is an older woman with a French twis 
• • • a young woman with blond streaks . .an older womai 
with a coup sauvage. He turned off the projector. “We havi 
no idea who the gang’s leader is or where their headquarter 
is located. They never leave any clues behind, and they van 
ish like smoke rings. Sooner or later we will catch one of them 
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j when we do, we shall get them all. In the meantime, 
itlemen, until one of you can furnish us with some specific 
ormation, 1 am afraid we are at a dead end. . . . 


When Daniel Cooper’s plane landed in.Paris, he was met at 
fissy-Charles de Gaulle Airport by one of Inspector Trig- 
nt’s assistants, and driven to the Prince de Galles, next door 
its more illustrious sister hotel, the George V. 

“It is arranged for you to meet Inspector Trignant torrtor- 
w,” his escort told Cooper. “I will pick you up at eight- 
teen.” 


Daniel Cooper had not been looking forward to the trip to 
urope. He intended to finish his assignment as quickly as 
assible and return home. He knew about the fleshpots of Paris, 

ad he had no intention of becoming involvedT 

He checked into his room and went directly into the bath- 
aom. To his surprise, the bathtub was satisfactory. In fact, 
e admitted to himself, it was much larger than the one at 
ome. He ran the bath water and went into the bedroom to 
inpack. Near the bottom of his suitcase was the small locked 
ox, safe between his extra suit and his underwear. He picked 
ip the box and held it in his hands, staring at it, and it seemed 
o pulse with a life of its own. He carried it into the bathroom 
tnd placed it on the sink. With the tiny key dangling from his 
cey ring, he unlocked the box and opened it, and the words 
screamed up at him from the yellowed newspaper clipping. 

BOY TESTIFIES IN MURDER TRIAL 

Twelve-year-old Daniel Cooper today testified in the trial of 
Fred Zimmer, accused of the rape-murder of the young boy’s 
mother. According to his testimony, the boy returned home from 
school and saw Zimmer, a next-door neighbor, leaving the 
Cooper home with blood on his hands and face. When the toy 
entered his home, he discovered the body of his mother in the 
bathtub. She had been savagely stabbed to death. Tim -* r ccz- 
fessed to being Mrs. Cooper’s lover, but denied rh?» h» bzi 
her. * 

The young boy has been placed in the care cf an - — - 
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ipoke into an intercom and gave the order. To mahe conver- 
Sion, Inspector Trignant said, “An interesting report just 
tossed my desk. Some valuable jewels were stolen aboard the 
Orient Express while it—-” 

“I read about it. The thief made a fool of the Italian po- 


lice.” 

“No one has been able to figure out how the robbery was 

accomplished.” . , _ - 

“It’s obvious,” Daniel Cooper said rudely. A matter of 

simple logic." . . 

Inspector Trignant looked over his glasses in surprise. Mon 
Dieu, he has the manners of a pig. He continued, coolly, “In 
this case, logic does not help. Every inch of that train was ex- 
amined, and the employees, passengers, and all the luggage 
searched.” 

“No,” Daniel Cooper contradicted. 

This man is crazy, Inspector Trignant decided. “No — what?" 
“They didn’t search all the luggage." 

“And I tell you they did,” Inspector Trignant insisted. “I 
lave seen the police report.” 

“The woman from whom the jewels were stolen — Silvana 
luadi?” 

“Yes?” 

"She had placed her jewels in an overnight case from which 
they were taken?” 

“That is correct." 

“Did the police search Miss Luadi’s luggage?” 

1 Only her overnight case. She was the victim. Why should 
they search her luggage?” 

Because that’s logically the only place the thief could have 
hidden the jewels — in the bottom of one of her other suit- 
cases. He probably had a duplicate case, and when all the lug- 
gage was piled on the platform at the Venice station, all he 
had to do was exchange suitcases and disappear.” Daniel 
cooper rose. “If those reports are ready, I’ll be running along.” 


Thirty minutes later. Inspector Trigna 
Alberto Fomati in Venice. 


was speaking to 
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Everything she would ever need. Except for someone to share 
it with. Tracy thought of the life she had almost had, with a 
husband and a baby. Would that ever be possible for her again? 
She could never reveal to any man who she really was, nor 
could she live a lie by concealing her past. She had played so 
many parts, she was ho longer sure who she really was, but 
she did know that she could never return to the life she had 
once had. It’s all right, Tracy thought defiantly. A lot of peo- 
ple are lonely. Gunther is right. I have everything. 

She was giving a cocktail party the following evening, the 
first since her return from Venice. 

“I’m looking forward to it,” Gunther told her. “Your par* 
ties are the hottest ticket in London.” 

Tracy said fondly, “Look who my sponsor is.” 

“Who’s going to be there?” 

“Everybody,” Tracy told him. 

Everybody turned out to be one more guest than Tracy had 
anticipated. She had invited the Baroness Howarth, an attrac- 
tive young heiress, and when Tracy saw the baroness arrive, 
she walked over to greet her. The greeting died on Tracy’s lips. 
With the baroness was Jeff Stevens. 

‘Tracy, darling, I don’t believe you know Mr. Stevens. Jeff, 
this is Mrs. Tracy Whitney, your hostess.” 

Tracy said stiffly, "How do you do, Mr. Stevens?” 

Jeff took Tracy's hand, holding it a fraction longer than 
necessary. "Mrs. Tracy Whitney?” he said. “Of course! I was 
a friend of your husband’s. We were together in India.” 

“Isn’t that exciting!" Baroness Howarth exclaimed. 

“Strange, he never mentioned you,” Tracy said coolly. 

“Didn’t he, really? I’m surprised. Interesting old fella. Pity 
he had to go the way he did.” 

“Oh, what happened?” Baroness Howarth asked. 

Tracy glared at Jeff. “It was nothing, really.” 

'‘Nothing!” Jeff said reproachfully. “If l remember cor- 
rectly, he was hanged in India.” 

“Pakistan," Tracy said tightly. “And I believe I do remem- 
ber my husband mentioning you. How is your wife?” 


SIDNEY SHELDON 275 

Baroness Howarth looked at Jeff. “You never mentioned that . 
you were married, Jeff.” 

“Cecily and I are divorced.” 

Tracy smiled sweetly. “1 meant Rose.” 

“Oh, that wife.” 

Baroness Howarth was astonished. “You’ve been married 
twice?” 

“Once,” he said easily. “Rose and I got an an nulm ent- We 
were very young.” He started to move away. 

Tracy asked, “But weren’t there twins?” 

Baroness Howarth exclaimed, “Twins?” 

“They live with their mother,” Jeff told her. He looked at 
Tracy. “1 can’t tell you how pleasant it’s been talking to you, 
Mrs. Whitney, but we mustn’t monopolize you.” And he took 
the baroness’s hand and walked away. 

The following morning Tracy ran into Jeff in an elevator at 
Harrods. The store was crowded with shoppers. Tracy got off 
at the second floor. As she left the elevator, she turned to Jeff 
and said in a loud, clear voice, "By the way, how did you 
ever come out on that morals charge?” The door closed, and 
Jeff was trapped in an elevator filled with indignant strangers. 

Tracy lay in bed that night thinking about Jeff, and she had 
to laugh. He really was a charmer. A scoundrel, but an engag- 
ing one. She wondered what his relationship with Baroness 
Howarth was: She knew very well what his relationship with 
Baroness Howarth was. Jeff and I are two of a kind, Tracy 
thought. Neither of them would ever settle down. The life they 
led was too exciting and stimulating and rewarding. 

She turned her thoughts toward her next job. It was going 
to take place in the South of France, and it would be a chal- 
lenge. Gunther had told her that the police were looking for a 
gang. She fell asleep with a smile on her lips. 

In his hotel room in Paris, Daniel Cooper was reading the 
reports Inspector Trignant had given him. It was 4:00 a.m., 
and Cooper had been poring over the papers for hours, ana- 
lyzing the imaginative mix of robberies and swindles. Some of 
the scams Cooper was familiar with, but others were new to 
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him. As Inspector Trignant had mentioned, all the victims had 
unsavory reputations. This gang apparently, thinks they’re. Ro- 
bin Hoods, Cooper reflected. 

He had nearly finished. There were only three reports left. 
The one on top was headed Brussels. Cooper opened the cover 
and glanced at the report. Two million dollars’ worth of jew- 
elry had been stolen from the wall safe of a Mr. Van Ruysen, 
a Belgian stockbroker, who had been involved in some ques- 
tionable financial dealings. 

The owners were away on vacation, and the house was 
empty, and — Cooper caught something on the page that made 
his heart quicken. He went back to the first sentence and be- 
gan rereading the report, focusing on every word. This one 
varied from the others in one significant respect: The burglar 
had set off an alarm, and when the police arrived, they were 
greeted at the door by a woman wearing a filmy negligee. Her 
hair was tucked into a curler cap, and her face was thickly 
covered with cold cream. She claimed to be a houseguest of 
the Van Ruysens’. The police accepted her story, and by the 
time they were able to check it out with the absent owners, 
the woman and the jewelry had vanished. <- 

Cooper laid down the report. Logic, logic. 

Inspector Trignant was losing his patience. “You’re wrong. 

\I tell you it is impossible for one woman to be responsible for 
' ■ these crimes.” 

“There’s a way to check it out," Daniel Cooper said. 

“How?" 

“I’d like to see a computer run on the dates and locations 
of the last few burglaries and swindles that fit into this cate- 
gory.” 

“That’s simple enough, but — ” 

“Next, I would like to get an immigration report on every, 
female American tourist who was in those same cities at the 
times the crimes were committed. It’s possible that she uses 
false passports some of the time, but the probabilities are that 
she also uses her real identity.” 

Inspector Trignant was thoughtful. “I see your line of rea- 
soning, monsieur.” He studied the little man before him and 
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found himself half hoping that Cooper was mistaken. He was 
much too sure of himself. “Very well. 1 will set the wheels m 

motion.” " , ^ . . . 

The first burglary in the senes had been committed in 

Stockholm. The report from Interpol Sektionen Rikspolis 
Styrelsen, the Interpol branch in Sweden, listed the American 
tourists in Stockholm that week, and the names of the women 
were fed into a computer. The next city checked was Milan. 
When the names of American women tourists in Milan at the 
time of the burglary was cross-checked with the names of 
women who had been in Stockholm during that burglary, there 
were fifty-five names on the list. That list was checked against 
the names of female Americans who had been in Ireland dur- 
ing a swindle, and the list was reduced to fifteen. Inspector 
Trignant handed the printout to Daniel Cooper. 

“I’ll start checking these names against the Berlin swin- 
dle," Inspector Trignant said, “and — ” 

Daniel Cooper looked up. “Don’t bother.” 

The name at the top of the list was Tracy Whitney. 


With something concrete finally to go on, Interpol went into 
action. Red circulations, which meant top priority, were sent 
to each member nation, advising them to be on the lookout 
for Tracy Whitney. 

“We’re also Teletyping green notices,” Inspector Trignant 
told Cooper. 

"Green notices?” 


“We use a, color-code system. A red circulation is top 
priority, blue is an inquiry for information about a suspect, a 
green notice puts police departments on warning that an indi- 
vidual is under suspicion and should be watched, black is an 
inquiry into unidentified bodies. X?D signals that a message is 
very urgent, while D is urgent. No matter what country Miss 
Whitney goes to, from the moment she checks through cus- 
toms, she will be under observation. 


The following day Telephoto pictures of Tracy Whitney from 
the Southern Louisiana Penitentiary for Women were in the 
hands of Interpol. 


Daniel Cooper put in a call to J. J. Reynolds’s home. The 
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phone rang a dozen times before it was answered. .. 

“Hello. 

“I need some information.” 

“Is that you, Cooper? For Christ’s sake, it’s four o’clock in 
the morning here. I was sound — ” 

“I want you to send me everything you can find on Tracy 
Whitney. Press clippings, videotapes — everything.” 

“What’s happening over— ?” 

Cooper had hung up. 

One day I’ll kill the son of a bitch, Reynolds swore. 

Before, Daniel Cooper had been only casually interested in 
Tracy Whitney. Now she was his assignment. He taped her 
photographs on the walls of his small Paris hotel room and read 
all the newspaper accounts about her. He rented a video cas- 
sette player and ran and reran the television news, shots of 
Tracy after her sentencing, and after her release from prison. 
Cooper sat in his darkened room hour after hour, looking at 
the film, and the first glimmering of suspicion, became a cer- 
tainty. “You’re the gang of women. Miss Whitney,” Daniel 
Cooper said aloud. Then he flicked the rewind button of the 
cassette player once more.' 


ivery year, on the first Saturday in June, the Count de Ma- 
ay sponsored a charity ball for the benefit of the Children’s 
ispital in Paris. Tickets for the white-tie affair were a thou- 
rd dollars apiece, and society’s elite flew in from all over 
: world to attend. 

The Chateau de Matigny, at Cap d’Antibes, was one of the 
owplaces of France. The carefully manicured grounds were 
perb, and the chateau itself dated back to the fifteenth cen- 
ry. On the evening of the fete, the grand ballroom and the 
tit ballroom were filled with beautifully dressed guests and 
lartly liveried servants offering endless glasses of cham- 
igne. Huge buffet tables were set up, displaying an astonish- 
g array of hors d’oeuvres on Georgian silver platters. 

Tracy, looking ravishing in a white lace gown, her hair 
ressed high and held in place by a diamond tiara, was danc- 
g with her host, Count de Matigny, a widower in his late 
xties, small and trim, with pale, delicate features. The ben- 
’ll ball the count gives each year for the Children’s Hospital 
• a racket, Gunther Hartog had told Tracy. Ten percent of 


280 IF TOMORROW COMES 

t he money goes to the children— ninety percent goes into his 

pocket. 

“You are a superb dancer, Duchess,” the count said. 

Tracy smiled. “That’s because of my partner.” 

“How is it that you and I have not met before?” 

“I’ve been living in South America,” Tracy explained. “In 
the jungles, I’m afraid.” 

“Why on earth!” 

“My husband owns a few mines in Brazil.” 

“Ah. And is your husband here this evening?" 

“No. Unfortunately, he had to stay in Brazil and take care 
of business.” 

“Unlucky for him. Lucky for me.” His arm tightened around 
her waist. “I look forward to our becoming very good friends.” 

“And I, too,” Tracy murmured. 

Over the count’s shoulder Tracy suddenly caught sight of 
Jeff Stevens, looking suntanned and ridiculously fit. He was 
dancing with a beautiful, willowy brunet in crimson taffeta,. who 
was clinging to him possessively. Jeff saw Tracy at the same 
moment and smiled. 

The bastard has every reason to smile, Tracy thought grimly. 
During the previous two weeks Tracy had meticulously planned 
two burglaries. She had broken into the first house and opened 
the safe, only to find it empty. Jeff Stevens had been there 
■first. On the second occasion Tracy was moving through the 
• ! toward the targeted house when she heard the sud* 
acceleration of a car and caught a glimpse of Jeff as he 
. ! away. He had beaten her to it again. He was infuriating. 
Now he’s here at the house I'm planning to burgle next, Tracy 
thought. 

Jeff and his partner danced nearer. Jeff smiled and said, 
“Good evening. Count." 

The Count de Matigny smiled, “Ah, Jeffrey. Good evening. 
I’m so pleased that you could come.” 

“I wouldn’t have missed it.” Jeff indicated the voluptuous- 
looking woman in his arms. “This is Miss Wallace. The Count 
de Matigny .” 

“ Enchante !" The count indicated Tracy. “Duchess, may I 
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iresent Miss Wallace and Mr. Jeffrey Stevens? The Duchess 
le Larosa.” 

Jeff’s eyebrows raised questioningly. “Sorry. I didn t hear • 

he name.” I 

“De Larosa,” Tracy said evenly. 

“De Larosa . . . De Larosa.” Jeff was studying Tracy. j 
‘That name seems so familiar. Of course ! I know your hus- ; 
oand. Is the dear fellow here with you?” i 

“He’s in Brazil.” Tracy found that she was gritting her teeth. 

Jeff smiled. “Ah, too bad. We used to go hunting together. 
Before he had his accident, of course.” 

“Accident?” the count asked. 

“Yes.” Jeff’s tone was rueful. “His gun went off and shot 
him in a very sensitive area. It was one of those stupid things.” 

He turned to Tracy. “Is there any hope that he’ll ever be nor- 
mal again?” 

Tracy said tonelessly, “I’m sure that one day he’ll be as 
normal as you are, Mr. Stevens.” 

“Oh, good. You will give him my best regards when you 
talk to him, won’t you. Duchess?” 

The music stopped. The Count de Matigny apologized to 
Tracy. “If you’ll excuse me, my dear, I have a few hostly du- 
ties to attend to.” He squeezed her hand. “Don’t forget you’re 
seated at my table.” 

As the count moved away, Jeff said to his companion, “An- 
gel, you put some aspirin in your bag, didn’t you? Could you 
get one for me? I’m afraid I’m getting a terrible headache.” 

“Oh, my poor darling.” There was an adoring look in her 
eyes. “I’ll be right back, sweetheart.” 

Tracy watched her slink across the floor. “Aren’t you afraid 
she’ll give you diabetes?” 

“She is sweet, isn’t she? And how have you been lately. 
Duchess?” 

Tracy smiled for the benefit of those around them. “That’s 
really none of your concern, is it?” 

Ah, but it is. In fact, 1 m concerned enough to give you 
some friendly advice. Don’t try to rob this chateau.” 

“Why? Are you planning to do it first?” 
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Jeff took Tracy’s arm and walked her over to a deserted spot 
near the piano, where a dark-eyed young man was soulfuily 
massacring American show tunes. 

'"Only Tracy could hear Jeffs voice over the music. “As a 
matter of fact, I was planning a little something, but it’s too 
dangerous.” 

“Really?” Tracy was beginning to enjoy the conversation. 

It was a relief to be herself, to stop playacting. The Greeks 
had the right word for it, Tracy thought. Hypocrite was from 
the Greek word for “actor.” ' 

“Listen to me, Tracy.” Jeff’s tone was serious. “Don’t try 
this. First of all, you’d never get through the grounds alive. A 
killer guard dog is let loose at night.” 

Suddenly, Tracy was listening intently. Jeff was planning k 
rob the place. 

“Every window and door is wired. The alarms connect di 
rectly to the police station. Even if you did manage to get in 
side the house, the whole place is crisscrossed with invisible 
infrared beams.” 

“I know all that.” Tracy was a little smug. 

“Then you must also know that the beam doesn’t sound the 
alarm when you step into it. It sounds the alarm when yoi 
step out of it. It senses the heat change. There’s no way yoi 
can get through it without setting it off.” 
s She had not known that. How had Jeff learned of it? 
x “Why are you telling me all this?” 

He smiled, and she thought he had never looked more at 
tractive. “I really don’t want you to get caught. Duchess. J 
like having you around. You know, Tracy, you and I coulc 
become very good friends.” 

“You're wrong,” Tracy assured him. She saw Jeff's date 
hurrying toward them. “Here comes Ms. Diabetes. Enjo} 
yourself." 

As Tracy walked away, she heard Jeff’s date say, “I broughi 
you some champagne to wash it down with, poor baby.” 

The dinner was sumptuous. Each course was accompanied 
by the appropriate wine,impeccably served by white-gloved 
footmen. The first course was a native asparagus with a white 
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ruffle sauce, followed by a consommd with delicate morels, 
tfter that came a saddle of lamb with an assortment of fresh 
regetables from the count’s gardens. A crisp endive salad was 
lext. For dessert there were individually molded ice-cream 
ervings and a silver epergne, piled high with petits fours. 
Zoffee and brandy came last. Cigars were offered to the men, 
md the women were given Joy perfume in a Baccarat crystal 
iacon. 

After dinner, the Count de Matigny turned to Tracy. “You 
nentioned that you were interested in seeing some of my 
paintings. Would you like to take a look now?” 

"I’d love to,” Tracy assured him. 

The picture gallery was a private museum filled with Italian 
masters, French Impressionists, and Picassos. The long hall 
was ablaze with the bewitching colors and forms painted by 
immortals. There were Monets and Renoirs, Canalettos and 
Guardis and Tintorettos. There was an exquisite Tiepolo and 
i Guercino and a Titian, and there was almost a full wall of Cd- 
zannes. There was no calculating the value of the collection. 

Tracy stared at the paintings a long time, savoring their 
beauty. “I hope these are well guarded.” 

The count smiled. “On three occasions thieves have tried 
to get at my treasures. One was killed by my dog, the second 
was maimed, and the third is serving a life term in prison. The 
chateau is an invulnerable fortress. Duchess.” 

“I’m so relieved to hear that. Count.” 

There was a bright flash of light from outside. “The fire- 
works display is beginning,” the count said. “I think you’ll be 
amused.” He took Tracy’s soft hand in his papery, dry one 
and led her out of the picture gallery. “I’m leaving for Deau- 
ville in the morning, where I have a villa on the sea. I’ve in- 
vited a few friends down next weekend. You might enjoy it.” 

“I’m sure I would,” Tracy said regretfully, “but I’m afraid 
my husband is getting restless. He insists that l return.” 

The fireworks display lasted for almost an hour, and Tracy 
took advantage of the distraction to reconnoiter the house. 
What Jeff had said was true: The odds against a successful 
i burglary were formidable, but for that very reason Tracy found 
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the challenge irresistible. She knew that upstairs in the couni 
bedroom were $2 million in jewels, and half a dozen maste 
pieces, including a Leonardo. 

The chateau is a treasure house, Gunther Hartog had to 
her, and it’s guarded like one. Don’t make a move unless yi 
have a foolproof plan. 

Well, I’ve worked out a plan, Tracy thought. Whether it 
foolproof or not, I’ll know tomorrow . 

The following night was chilly and cloudy, and the high wal 
around the chateau appeared grim and forbidding as Trac 
stood in the shadows, wearing black coveralls, gum-sok 
shoes, and supple black kid gloves, carrying a shoulder ba; 
For an unguarded moment Tracy’s mind embraced the men 
ory of the walls of the penitentiary, and she gave an involui 
tary shiver. 

She had driven the rented van alongside the stone wall i 
the back of the estate. From the other side of the wall came 
low, fierce growl that developed into a frenzied barking, as th 
dog leapt into the air, trying to attack. Tracy visualized th 
Doberman’s powerful, heavy body and deadly teeth. 

She called out softly to someone in the van, “Now." 

A slight, middle-aged man, also dressed in black, with 
rucksack on his back, came out of the van holding onto a ft 
male Doberman. The dog was in season, and the tone of bar! 
ing from the other side of the stone wall suddenly changed t 
an excited whine. 

Tracy helped lift the bitch to the top of the van, which \vt 
almost the exact height of the wall. 

“One, two, three,” she whispered. . 

And the two of them tossed the bitch over the wall into th 
grounds of the estate. There were two sharp barks, followe 
by a series of snuffling noises, then the sound of the dogs rut 
ning. After that all was quiet. 

Tracy turned to her confederate. "Let’s go.” 

The man, Jean Louis, nodded. She had found him in A) 
tibes. He was a thief who had spent most of his life in prison. 
Jean Louis was not bright, but he was a genius with locks and 
alarms, perfect for this job. 
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, C y stepped from the roof of the van onto the top of the 
She unrolled a scaling ladder and hooked it to the edge 
2 wall. They both moved down it onto the grass below. 
:state appeared .vastly different from the way it had looked 
vening before, when it was brightly lit and crowded with 
ling guests. Now, everything was dark and bleak, 
m Louis trailed behind Tracy, keeping a fearful watch for 
)obermans. 

e chateau was covered with centuries-old ivy clinging to 
vail up to the rooftop. Tracy had casually tested the ivy 
svening before. Now, as she put her weight on a vine, it 
. She began to climb, scanning the grounds below. There 
no sign of the dogs. I hope they stay busy for a long time, 
prayed. 

hen Tracy reached the roof, she signaled to Jean Louis 
waited until he climbed up beside her. From the pinpoint 
t Tracy switched on, they saw a glass skylight, securely 
;ed from below. As Tracy watched, Jean Louis reached into 
rucksack on his back and pulled out a small glass cutter. 
>ok him less than a minute to remove the glass, 
racy glanced down and saw that their way was blocked by 
nderweb of alarm wires. “Can you handle that, Jean?” she 
ispered. 

Je peux faire ga. No problem.” He reached into his pack 
l pulled out a foot-long wire with an alligator clamp on each 
1. Moving slowly, he traced the beginning of the alarm wire, 
:pped it, and connected the alligator clamp to the end of the 
rm. He pulled out a pair of pliers and carefully cut the wire, 
icy tensed herself, waiting for the sound of the alarm, but 
was quiet. Jean Louis looked up and grinned. “Voila. Fini.” 
Wrong, Tracy thought. This is just the beginning. 

They used a second scaling ladder to climb down through 
i skylight. So far so good. They had made it safely into the 
ic. But when Tracy thought of what lay ahead, her heart 
gan to pound. 

She pulled out two pairs of red-lens goggles and handed one 
them to Jean Louis. "Put these on.” 

She had figured out a way to distract the Doberman, but the 
frared-ray alarms had proved to be a more difficult problem 
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to solve. Jeff had been correct: The house was crisscros 
with invisible beams. Tracy took several long, deep breai 
Center your energy, your cfii . Relax. She forced her mind i 
a crystal clarity: When a person moves into a beam, noth 
happens, but the instant the person moves out of the bee 
the sensor detects the difference in temperature and the ale 
is, set off. It has been set to. go off. before the burglar op < 
the safe, leaving him no time to do anything before the poi 
arrive. 

And there, Tracy had decided, was the weakness in the s 
tern. She had needed to devise a way to keep the alarm sil 
until after the safe was opened. At 6:30 in the morning \ 
had found the solution. The burglary was possible, and Tr; 
had felt that familiar feeling of excitement begin to bi 
within her. 

Now, she slipped the infrared goggles on, and instar 
everything in the room took on an eerie red glow. In front 
the attic door Tracy saw a beam of light that would have bi 
invisible without the glasses. 

“Slip under it," she warned Jean Louis. “Careful.” 

They crawled under the beam and found themselves in a d: 
hallway leading to Count de Matigny’s bedroom. Tracy flic! 
on the flashlight and led the way. Through the infrared gi 
gles, Tracy saw another light beam, this one low across I 
threshold of the bedroom door. Gingerly, she jumped over 
Jean Louis was right behind her. 

Tracy played her flashlight around the walls, and there wi 
the paintings, impressive, awesome. 

Promise to bring me the Leonardo, Gunther had said. /I 
of course the jewelry. 

Tracy took down the picture, turned it over, and laid it 
the floor. She carefully removed it from its frame, rolled 
the vellum, and stored it in her shoulder bag. All that 
mained now was to get into the safe, which stood in a c 
tained alcove at the far end of the bedroom. 

Tracy opened the curtains. Four infrared lights transver: 
the alcove, from the floor to the ceiling, crisscrossing one i 
other. It was impossible to reach the safe without breaking one 
of the beams. 
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:an Louis stared at thejeamsjvyithdismay^ “Bon Dieu de 
del We can’t get through those. They’re too low to crawl 

er and too high to jump over.” 

I want you to do just as I tell you,” Tracy said. She stepped 
ack of him and put her arms tightly around his waist. “Now, 
k with me. Left foot first.” 

ogether, they took a step toward the beams, then another, 
ean Louis breathed, “ Alors ! We’re going into them!” 
'Right.” 

'hey moved direedy into the center of the beams, where 
y converged, and Tracy stopped. 

‘Now, listen carefully,” she said. “I want you to walk over 
the safe.” 

‘But the beams — •” 

‘Don’t worry. It will be all right.” She fervently hoped she 
s right. 

Hesitantly, Jean Louis stepped out of the infrared beams. 

I was quiet. He looked back at Tracy with large, frightened 
es. She was standing in the middle of the beams, her body 
at keeping the sensors from sounding the alarm. Jean Louis 
rried over to the safe. Tracy stood stock-still, aware that 
e instant she moved, the alarm would sound. 

Out of the comer of one eye, Tracy could see Jean Louis 
he removed some tools from his pack and began to work 
1 the dial of the safe. Tracy stood motionless, taking slow, 
iep breaths. Time stopped. Jean Louis seemed to be taking 
rever. The calf.o.f Tracy’s.rigb.tJeg hegan.to ache,_then went 
to spasm. Tracy gritted her teeth. She dared not moveT ~ 
“How long?” she whispered. 

“Ten, fifteen minutes.” 

It seemed to Tracy she had been standing there a lifetime, 
he leg muscles in her left leg were beginning to cramp. She 
:lt like screaming from the pain. She was pinned in the beams, 
rozen. She heard a click. The safe was open. 

“ Magnifique! C'est la banque! Do you wish everything?” 
ean Louis asked. 

No papers. Only the jewels. Whatever cash is there is 
r ours." 

“MercL” 
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Tracy heard Jean Louis riffling through the safe, and 
moments later he was walking toward her. • 

“ Formidable !” he said. “But how do we get out o! 
without breaking the beam?” 

“We don’t,” Tracy informed him. 

He stared at her. “ What ?" 

“Stand in front of me.” 

“But—” 

“Do as I say.” 

Panicky, Jean Louis stepped into the beam. 

Tracy held her breath. Nothing happened. “All right, 
very slowly, we’re going to back out of the room.” 

“And then?” Jean Louis’s eyes looked enormous behij 
goggles. 

“Then, my friend, we run for it.” 

Inch by inch, they backed through the beams towai 
curtains, where the beams began. When they reached 
Tracy took a deep breath. “Right. When I say now, we j 
the same way we came in.” 

Jean Louis swallowed and nodded. Tracy could feel his 
body tremble. 

“Now!” ' 

Tracy spun around and raced toward the door, Jean 
after her. The instant they stepped out of the beams, the 
sounded. The noise was deafening, shattering. 

\ Tracy streaked to the attic and scurried up the hook It 
Jean Louis close behind. They raced across the roo 
clambered down the ivy, and the two of them sped aero 
grounds toward the wall where the second ladder was w; 
Moments later they reached the roof of the van and sci 
down. Tracy leapt into the driver’s seat, Jean Louis at hej 

As the van raced down the side road, Tracy saw a da 
dan parked under a grove of trees. For an instant the 
lights of the van iit the interior of the car Behind the 
sat Jeff Stevens. At his side was a large Doberman. 1 
laughed aloud and blew a kiss to Jeff as the van sped a\ 

From the distance came the wail of approaching poli 
reus. 



Biarritz, on the southwestern coast of France, has lost much 
of its tum-of-the-century glamour. The once-famed Casino 
Bellevue is closed for badly needed repairs, while the Casino 
Municipal on Rue Mazagran is now a run-down building hous- 
ing small shops and a dancing school. The old villas on the 
hills have taken on a look of shabby gentility. 

Still, in high season, from July to September, the wealthy 
and titled of Europe continue to flock to Biarritz to enjoy the 
gambling and the sun and their memories. Those who do not 
have their own chateaus stay at the luxurious Hotel du Palais, 
at 1 Avenue Imperatrice. The former summer residence of 
Napoleon III, the hotel is situated on a promontory over the 
Atlantic Ocean, in one of nature’s most spectacular settings: 
a lighthouse on one side, flanked by huge jagged rocks loom- 
ing out of the gray ocean like prehistoric monsters, and the 
boardwalk on the other side. 

On an afternoon in late August the French Baroness Mar- 
guerite de Chantilly swept into the lobby of the Hotel du Pa- 
lais. The baroness was an elegant young woman with a sleek 
cap of ash-blond hair. She wore a green-and-white silk Gi- 
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vency dress that set off a Figure that made the women turn 
aniTwatch her enviously, and the men. gape. 

The baroness walked up to the concieige. "Ma cle, s’il vous 
plait,” she said. She had a charming French accent. 

“Certainly, Baroness." He handed Tracy her key and sev- 
eral telephone messages. 

As Tracy walked toward the elevator, a bespectacled, rum- 
pled-Iooking man turned abruptly away from the vitrinc dis- 
playing Hermes scarves and crashed into her, knocking the 
purse from her hand. 

“Oh, dear," he said. “I’m terribly sorry." He picked up her 
purse and handed it to her. "Please forgive me.” He spoke 
with a Middle European accent. 

The Baroness Marguerite de Chantilly gave him an imperi- 
ous nod and moved on. 

An attendant ushered her into the elevator and let her off at 
the third floor. Tracy had chosen Suite 312, having learned that 
often the selection of the hotel accommodations was as im- 
portant as the hotel itself. In Capri, it was Bungalow 522 in 
the Quisisana. In Majorca, it was the Royal Suite of Son Vida, 
overlooking the mountains and the distant bay. In New York, 
it was Tower Suite 4717 at The Helmsley Palace. Hotel, and 
in Amsterdam, Room 325 at the Amstel, where one was lulled 
to sleep by the soothing lapping of the canal waters. 

\ Suite 312 at the Hotel du Palais had a panoramic view of 

■ • the ocean and the city. From every window Tracy could 
• the waves crashing against the timeless rocks protrud- 
ing from the sea like drowning figures. Directly below her 
window was an enormous kidney-shaped swimming pool, its 
bright blue water clashing with the gray of the ocean, and next 
to it a large terrace with umbrellas to ward off the summer 
sun. The walls of the suite were upholstered in blue-and-white 
silk damask, with marble baseboards, and the rugs and cur- 
tains were the color of faded sweetheart roses. The wood of 
the doors and shutters was stained with the soft patina of time. 

When Tracy had locked the door behind her, she took off 
the tight-fitting blond wig and massaged her scalp. The bar- 
oness persona was one of her best. There were hundreds of 
titles to choose from in Debrett's Peerage and Baronetage and 
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•lack de Gotha . There were Jadies and duchesses and 
;sses and baronesses and countesses by the score from 
ozen countries, and the books were invaluable to Tracy, 
tey gave family histories dating back centuries, with the 
s of fathers and mothers and children, schools and houses, 
iddresses of family residences. It was a simple matter to 
t a prominent family and become a distant cousin — par- 
tly a wealthy distant cousin. People were so impressed 
ties and money. 

acy thought of the stranger who had bumped into her in 
lotel lobby and smiled. It had begun. 

1 8:00 that evening the Baroness Marguerite de Chantilly 
seated in the hotel’s bar when the man who had collided 
i her earlier approached her table. 

Excuse me,” he said diffidently, “but I must apologize 
in for my inexcusable clumsiness this afternoon.” 

.'racy gave him a gracious smile. “That’s quite all right. It 
s an accident.” 

•You are most kind.” He hesitated. “I would feel much 
tter if you would permit me to buy you a drink.” 

“Oui. If you wish.” 

He slid into a chair opposite her. “Allow me to introduce 
/self. I am Professor Adolf Zuckerman.” 

“Marguerite de Chantilly.” *" 

Zuckerman signaled the captain. “What are you drinking?” 
uckerman asked Tracy. 

“Champagne. But perhaps — ” 

He raised a reassuring hand. “I can afford it. In fact, I am 
n the verge of being able to afford anything in the world.” 
“Really?” Tracy gave him a small smile. “How nice for 
ou.” 

“Yes.” 

Zuckerman ordered a bottle of Bollinger, then turned to 
Tracy. The most extraordinary thing has happened to me. I 
really should not be discussing this with a stranger, but it is 
too exciting to keep to myself.” He leaned closer and lowered 
his voice. To tell you the truth, I am a simple school- 
teacher or I was, until recently. I teach history. It is most 
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enjoyable, you understand, but not too exciting." 

She listened, a look of polite interest on her face. 

“That is to say, it was not exciting until a few months ago. 

“May I ask what happened a few months ago. Profess 
Zuckerman?” 

“I was doing research on the Spanish Armada, looking f 
odd bits and pieces that might make the" subject more inte 
esting for my students, and in the archives of the local m 
seum, I came across an old document that had somehow gotti 
mixed in with other papers. It gave the details of a secret e 
pedition that Prince Philip sent out in 1588. One of the ship 
loaded with gold bullion, was supposed to have sunk in a stor 
and vanished without a trace.” 

Tracy looked at him thoughtfully. “ Supposed to have sunk? 

“Exactly. But according to these records, the captain ar 
crew deliberately sank the ship in a deserted cove, plannir 
to come back later and retrieve the treasure, blit they wei 
attacked and killed by pirates before they could return. T1 
document survived only because none of the sailors on tl 
pirate ship could read or write. They did not know the signi 
icance of what they had.” His voice was trembling with e: 
citement. “Now” — he lowered his voice and looked aroun 
to make sure it was safe to continue — *7 have the document 
with detailed instructions on how to get to the treasure.” 

“What a fortunate discovery for you, Professor.” There wa 
a note of admiration in her voice. 

“That gold bullion is probably worth fifty million dollars to 
day,” Zuckerman said. “All I have to do is bring it up.” 

“What’s stopping you?” 

He gave an embarrassed shrug. “Money. I must outfit a shij 
to bring the treasure to the surface.” 

“I see. How much would that cost?” 

“A hundred thousand dollars. I must confess, I did some 
thing extremely foolish. I took twenty thousand dollars— mi 
life’s savings — and I came to Biarritz to gamble at the casino 
hoping to win enough to . . .” His voice trailed off. 

“And you lost it.” 

He nodded. Tracy saw the glint of tears behind his specta 
cles. . 
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finally, he said, “If that is what you wish, you will be a fifty- 

ifty partner.” 

She smiled, pleased. “ D'accord . I accept.” 

The professor added quickly, “After expenses, of course.” 

“Nature He merit. How soon can we get started?”. 

“Immediately.” The professor was charged with a sudden 
r itality. “I have already found the boat I want to use. It has 
nodem dredging equipment and a crew of four. Of course, 
ve will have to give them a~smail percentage of whatever we 
iring up.” 

“Bien stir." 

“We should get started as quickly as possible, or we might 
ose the boat.” 

“I can have the money for you in five days.” 

“Wonderful!” Zuckerman exclaimed. “That will give me 
ime to make all the preparations. Ah, this was a fortuitous 
neeting for both of us, was it not?” : * 

“Oui. Sans doute.” 

“To our adventure.” The professor raised his glass. 

Tracy raised hers and toasted, “May it prove to be as prof- 
table as I feel it will be." 

They clinked glasses. Tracy looked across .the room and 
froze. At a table in the far comer was Jeff Stevens,, watching 
her with an amused smile on his face. With him was an at- 
tractive woman ablaze with jewels. 

Jeff nodded to Tracy, and she smiled, remembering how she 
had last seen him outside the De Matigny estate, with that silly 
dog beside him. That was one for me, Tracy thought happily. 

“So, if you will excuse me," Zuckerman was saying, “I have 
much to do. I will be in touch with you.” Tracy graciously 
extended her hand, and he kissed it and departed. 

“I see your friend has deserted you, and I can't imagine why. 
5fou look absolutely terrific as a blonde.” 

Tracy glanced up. Jeff was standing beside her table. He sat 
down in the chair Adolf Zuckerman had occupied a few min- 
utes earlier. 

“Congratulations,” Jeff said. “The De Matigny caper was 
ingenious. Very neat.” 
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Coming from you, that’s high praise, Jeff.’^ 

You’re costing me a lot of money, Tracy.” 

You’ll get used to it.” 

fe toyed with the glass in front of him. “What did Profes- 
Zuckerman want?” 
l Oh, you know him?” 

‘You might say that.” 

‘He . . . er . . . just wanted to have a drink.” 

‘And tell you all about his sunken treasure?” 

[racy was suddenly wary. “How do you know about that?” 
feff looked at her in surprise. “Don’t tell me you fell for it? 
s the oldest con game in the world.” 

“Not this time." 

“You mean you believed him?” 

Tracy said stiffly, “I’m not at liberty to discuss it, but the 
ofessor happens to have some inside information.” 

Jeff shook his head in disbelief. ‘Tracy, he’s trying to take 
ju. How much did he ask you to invest in his sunken 
easure?” 

"Never mind,” Tracy said primly. “It’s my money and my 
usiness.” 

Jeff shrugged. “Right. Just don’t say old Jeff didn’t try to 
'arn you.” 

“It couldn’t be that you’re interested in that gold for your- 
elf, could it?” 

He threw up his hands in mock despair. “Why are you al- 
vays so suspicious of me?” 

“It’s simple,” Tracy replied. “I don’t trust you. Who was 
he woman you were with?” She instantly wished she coulc 
mve withdrawn the question. 

“Suzanne? A friend.” 

“Rich, of course.” 

Jeff gave her a lazy smile. “As a matter of fact, I think she 
does have a bit of money. If you’d like to join us for luncheon 
tomorrow, the chef on her two-hundred-fifty-foot yacht in the 
harbor makes a—” 

^hank you. I wouldn't dream of interfering with your lunch. 
What are you selling her?” 

“That’s personal.” 
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“I’m sure it is.” It came out harsher than she had intended 
Tracy studied him over the rim of her glass. He really wa 
>o damned attractive. He had clean, regular features^ beat 
fui gray eyes with, long lashes, and the heart of a snake, i 
ery intelligent snake. 

“Have you ever thought of going into a legitimate bus 
ess?" Tracy asked. “You’d probably be very successful.” 
Jeff looked shocked. “What? And give up all this?. You mu: 
e joking!” 

“Have you always been a con artist?” 

“Con artist? I’m an entrepreneur," he said reprovingly. 
“How did you become a — an — entrepreneur?” , 

“I ran away from home when I was fourteen and joined . 
amival.” 

“At fourteen?” It was the first glimpse Tracy had had inti 
/hat lay beneath the sophisticated, charming veneer^. 

“It was good for me — I learned to cope. When that won 
erful war in Vietnam came along, I joined up as a Green Be 
et and got an advanced education. I think the main thing 
;arned was that that war was the biggest con of all. Com 
ared to that, you and I are amateurs.” He changed the sub 
:ct abruptly. “Do you like pelota?” 

“If you’re selling it, no thank you.” 

“It’s a game, a variation of jai alai. I have two tickets fo 
onight, and Suzanne can’t make it. Would you like to go?" 
Tracy found herself saying yes. 

They dined at a little restaurant in the town square, when 
hey had a local wine and confit de canard dj'ad—fpastduc 
oimmered in its own juices with roasted potatoes and garlic 

It was delicious. “ ' ' ' . 

“The specialty of the house,” Jeff informed Tracy. 

They discussed politics and books and travel, and Trac; 
found Jeff surprisingly knowledgeable. 

“When you’re on your own at fourteen," Jeff told her, “yo 
pick up things fast. First you leam^yhat moti vates.y.ou, .the 
you learn what motivates other people. A con game is simila 
toju jitsu. In jujitsu you use your opponent’s strength to-win 
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a con game, you use his greed You make the first move, 

,d he does the rest of your work for you. 

Tracy smiled, wondering if Jeff had any idea how much alike 
ey were. She enjoyed being with turn, but she was sure that 
ven the opportunity, he would not hesitate to double-cross 
ir. He was a man to be careful of, and that she intended 

ibe. 


The fronton where pelota was played was a large outdoor 
rena the size of a football field, high in the hills of Biarritz, 
here were huge green concrete backboards at either end of 
re court, and a playing area in the center, with four tiers of 
tone benches on both sides of the field. At dusk, floodlights 
rere turned on. When Tracy and Jeff arrived, the stands were 
lmost full, crowded with fans, as the two teams went into ac- 


ion. 

Members of each team took turns slamming the ball into the 
;oncrete wall and catching it on the rebound in their cestas, 
he long, narrow baskets strapped to their arms. Pelota was a 
'ast, dangerous game. 

When one of the players missed the ball, the crowd 
screamed. 

“They really take this very seriously,” Tracy commented. 
“A lot of money is bet on these games. The Basques are a 

gambling race.” 

As spectators kept filing in, the benches became more 
crowded, and Tracy found herself being pressed against Jeff. 
If he was aware of her body against his, he gave no sign of it. 

The pace and ferocity of the game seemed to intensify as 
the minutes passed', and 'the screams of the fans kept echoing 
through the night. 


“Is it as dangerous as it looks?” Tracy asked. 

“Baroness, that ball travels through the air at almost a 
hundred miles an hour. If you get hit in the head, you’re dead 

s , rare for f P] a y er £0 miss.” He patted her hand ab- 
sently , his eyes glued to the action. 

The players were experts, moving gracefully in nerfect 
control. But to the middle of He same, 
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of the players hurled the ball at the backboard at the wron 
angle, and the lethal ball came hurtling straight toward th 
bench where Tracy and Jeff sat. The spectators scrambled fo 
cover. Jeff grabbed Tracy and shoved her to the ground, hi 
body covering hers. They heard the sound of the ball sailin; 
directly over their heads and smashing into the side wall. Trac; 
lay on the ground, feeling the hardness of Jeff’s body. His fao 
was very close to hers. 

He held her a moment, then lifted himself up and pulled he 
to her feet. There was a sudden awkwardness between them 

“I — I think I’ve had enough excitement for one evening,’ 
Tracy said. “I’d like to go back to the hotel, please.” 

They said good-night in the lobby. 

“I enjoyed this evening,” Tracy told Jeff. She meant it. 

“Tracy, you’re not really going ahead with Zuckerman’: 
crazy sunken-treasure scheme, are you?” 

“Yes, lam.” 

He studied her for a long moment “You still think I’m afte. 
that gold, don’t you?” 

She looked him in the eye. “Aren’t you?” 

His expression hardened. “Good luck ” 

“Good night, Jeff.” 

Tracy watched him turn and walk out of the hotel 
• >sed he was on his way to see Suzanne. Poor wot 

The-concierge said, “Ah, good evening, Barone 

message for you.” 

. It was from Professor Zuckerman. 

Adolf Zuckerman had a problem. A very large pn 
was seated in the office of Armand G rangier, and Z 
was so terrified of what was happening that he disc 
• had wet his pants. Grangier was the owner of an i 
vate casino located in an elegant private villa at V. 

Frias. It made no difference to Grangier whether t 
Municipal was closed or not, for the club at Rue de 
always filled with wealthy patrons. Unlike the gover 
pervised. casinos, bets there were unlimited, and that ' 
the high rollers came to play roulette, chemin de fer, ; 
Grangier’s customers included Arab princes, Englisl 
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Jriental businessmen, African heads of state. Scantily clad 
oung ladies circulated around the room taking orders for 
omplimentary champagne and whiskey, for Armand Gran- 
ier had learned long before that, more than any other class 
if people, the rich appreciated getting something for nothing. 
Iiangier could afford to give drinks away. His roulette wheels 
nd his card games were rigged. 

The club was usually filled with beautiful young women es- 
orted by older gentlemen with money, and sooner or later the 
vomen were drawn to Grangier. He was a miniature of a man, 
vith perfect features, liquid brown eyes, and a soft, sensual 
nouth. He stood five feet four inches, and the combination ol 
lis looks and his small stature drew women like a magnet, 
jrangier treated each one with feigned admiration. 

“1 find you irresistible, cherie, but unfortunately for both ol 
is, I am madly in love with someone.” 

And it was true. Of course, that someone changed from week 
o week, for in Biarritz there was an endless supply of beau- 
iful young men, and Armand Grangier gave each one his brie] 
jlace in the sun. 

Grangier’s connections with the underworld and the police 
vere powerful enough for him to maintain his casino. He hac 
,vorked his way up from being a ticket runner for the mob tc 
-unning drugs, and finally, to ruling his own little fiefdom ir 
Biarritz; those who opposed him found out too late how deadlj 
he little man could be. 

Now Adolf Zuckerman was being cross-examined by Ar- 
nand Grangier. 

‘‘Tell me more about this baroness you talked into the 
sunken-treasure scheme.” 

From the furious tone of his voice, Zuckerman knew thai 
something was wrong, terribly wrong. 

He swallowed and said, “Well, she’s a widow whose hus- 
band left her a lot of money, and she said she’s going to conn 
up with a hundred thousand dollars.” The sound of his owi 
voice gave him confidence to go on: “Once we get the money, 
of course, we’ll tell her that the salvage ship had an accident 
and that we need another fifty thousand. Then it’ll be another 
hundred thousand, and — you know— just like always.” 


He saw the look of contempt on Armand Granger's face. 
“What’s— -what’s the problem, chief?” 

“The problem,” said Grangier in a steely tone, “is that I 
just received a call from one of my boys in Paris. He forged a 
passport for your baroness. Her name is Tracy Whitney, and 
she’s an American.” 

Zuckerman’s mouth was suddenly dry. He licked his lips. 
“She— -she really seemed interested, chief.” 

"Ballet Conneau! She’s a con artist. You tried to pull a 
swindle on a swin dler ;*’ 

^ ‘‘Theri w-why did she say yes? Why didn’t she just turn it 
down?” 

Armand Grangier’s voice was icy. “I don’t know, Profes- 
sor, but I intend to find out. And when I do. I’m sending the 
lady .for. a swim in the bay. Nobody can make a fool put of 
Armand Grangier. Now, pick up that phone. Tell her a friend 
of yours has offered to put up half the money, and that I’m 
on my way over to see her. Do you think you can handle that?” 

Zuckerman said eagerly, “Sure, chief. Not to worry.” 

"I do worry,” Armand Grangier said slowly. “I worry a lot 
about you. Professor.” 

Armand Grangier did not like mysteries. The sunken- 
.. treasure game had been worked for centuries, but the victims 
had to be gullible. There was simply no way a con artist would 
ever fall for it. That was the mystery that bothered Grangier, 
and he intended to solve it; and when he had the answer, the 
woman would be turned over to Bruno Vicente. Vicente en- 
joyed playing games with his victims before disposing of them. 

Armand Grangier stepped out of the limousine as it stopped 
in front of the Hotel du Palais, walked into the lobby, and ap- 
proached Jules Bergerac, the white-haired Basque who had 
worked at the hotel from the age of thirteen. 

“What’s the number of the Baroness Marguerite de Chan- 
tilly’s suite?” 

There was a strict rule that desk clerks not divulge the room 
numbers of guests, but rules did not apply to Armand Gran- 
gier. 

fKrAA.ttirnhra 



“Merci.” 

“And Room three-eleven. ^ 

Grangier stopped. “What?” 

“The countess also has a room adjoining her suite. 

“Oh? Who occupies it?” 

“No one.” 

“No one? Are you sure?” 

“ oui , monsieur. She keeps it locked. The maids have been 

ordered to keep out.” , 

A puzzled frown appeared on Grangier s face. You have a 

passkey?” ... 

“Of course.” Without an instant’s hesitation, the concierge 

reached under the desk for a passkey and handed it to Ar- 
mand Grangier. Jules watched as Armand Grangier walked to- 
ward the elevator. One never argued with a man like Grangier. 

When Armand Grangier reached the door of the baroness’s 
suite, he found it ajar. He pushed it open and entered. The 
living room was deserted. “Hello. Anyone here?” 

A feminine voice from another room sang out, “I’m in the 
bath. I’ll be with you in a minute. Please help yourself to a 
drink.” 

Grangier wandered around the suite, familiar with its fur- 
nishings, for over the years he had arranged for many of his 
friends to stay in the hotel. He strolled into the bedroom. Ex- 
pensive jewelry was carelessly spread out on a dressing table. 

“I won’t be a minute,” the voice called out from the bath- 
room. 

“No hurry, Baroness.” 

Baroness mon cul! he thought angrily. Whatever little game 
. you're playing, cherie, is going to backfire. He walked over 
: to the door that connected to the adjoining room. It was locked. 
I Grangier took out the passkey and opened the door. The room 
' he stepped into had a musty, unused smell. The concierge had 
r said that no one occupied it. Then why did she need—? Gran- 
" ^ er ’ s eye was caught by something oddly out of place. A heavy 
,, b > ac , k Metrical cord attached to a wall socket snaked aion* 
;■ lbe length of the floor and disappeared into a closet Th a H ocr 
'' was °P™ J' ust enough to allow the cord to cass throuJ Cu- 
nous, Grangier walked over to the closet door and operld ft. 
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A row of wet hundred-dollar bills held up by clothespins or 
a wire was strung across the closet, hanging out to dry. On £ 
typewriter stand was an object covered by a drape cloth, 
Grangier flicked up the cloth. He uncovered a small printing 
press with a still-wet hundred-dollar bill in it. Next to the press 
were sheets of blank paper the size of American currency and 
a paper cutter. Several one-hundred-doilar bills that had been 
unevenly cut were scattered on the floor. 

An angry voice behind Grangier demanded, “What are you 
doing in here?” 

Grangier spun around. Tracy Whitney, her hair damp from 
the bath and wrapped in a towel, had come into the room. 

Armand Grangier said softly, “Counterfeit! You were going 
to pay us off with counterfeit money.” He watched the 
expressions that played across her face. Denial, outrage, and 
then defiance. 

“All right," Tracy admitted. “But it wouldn’t have mat- 
tered. No one can tell these from the real thing.” 

“Con!” It was going to be a pleasure to destroy this one. 

“These bills are as good as gold.” 

“Really?” There was contempt in Grangier’s voice. He 
pulled one of the wet bills from the wire and glanced at it. He 
looked at one side, then the other, and then examined them 
more closely. They were excellent. “Who cut these dies?” 

“What’s the difference? Look, I can have the hundred 
thousand dollars ready by Friday.” 

Grangier stared at her, puzzled. And when he realized what 
she was thinking, he laughed aloud. “Jesus,” he said. “You’re 
really stupid. There’s no treasure.” 

Tracy was bewildered. “What do you mean, no treasure? 
Professor Zuckerman told me — ” 

. “And you believed him? Shame, Baroness .” He studied the 
bill in his hand again. “I’ll take this.” 

Tracy shrugged. “Take as many as you like. It’s only pa- 
per.” 

Grangier grabbed a handful of the wet hundred-dollar bills. 
“How do you know one of the majds won’t walk in here?” 
he asked. 
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“Wrong. What you’re buying from me is /our life.” 

Tracy believed him. 

“Now, tell me where you got your printing press. 

Tracy hesitated, and Grangier enjoyed her squirming. He 
watched her surrender. . . 

She said reluctantly, “I bought it from an American living 
in Switzerland. He was an engraver with the U.S. Mint for 
twenty-five years, and when they retired him there was some 
technical problem about his pension and he never received it. 
He felt cheated and decided to get even, so he smuggled out 
some hundred-dollar plates that were supposed to have been 
destroyed and used his contacts to get the paper that the 
Treasury Department prints its money on.” 

That explains it, Grangier thought triumphantly. That is why 
the bills look so good. His excitement grew. “How much 
money can that press turn out in a day?” 

“Only one bill an hour. Each side of the paper has to be 
processed and — ■” 

He interrupted. “Isn’t there a larger press?” 

“Yes, he has one that will turn out fifty bills every eight 
hours—five thousand dollars a day— but he wants half a mil- 
lion dollars for it.” 

“Buy it,” Grangier said. 

“I don’t have five hundred thousand dollars.” 

“I do. How soon can you get hold of the press?” 

She said reluctantly, “Now, I suppose, but I don’t — ” 
i Grangier picked up the telephone and spoke into it. “Louis, 
I want five hundred thousand dollars’ worth of French francs. 

; Take what we have from the safe and get the rest from the 
banks. Bring it to my office. Vile!” 

Tracy stood up nervously. “I’d better go and—” 

“You’re not going anywhere.’' 

“I really should — •” 

i “Just sit there and keep quiet. I’m thinking.” 

He had business associates who would expect to be cut in 
'i on this deal, but what they don’t know won’t hurt them, Gran- 
i gier decided. He would buy the large press for himself and re- 
P‘ ace w hat he borrowed from the casino’s bank account with 
money he would print. After that, he would tell Bruno Vi- 
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This time Zuckerman was aware of the danger he was in, but 
he preferred facing that than Grangier’s wrath. 

“May I help you?” the manager asked. 

“Yes.” He tried to conceal his nervousness. “You see, I 
got into a poker game last night with some Americans I met 
at a bar.” He stopped. 

The bank manager nodded wisely. “And you lost your money 
and perhaps wish to make a loan?” 

“No,” Zuckerman said. “As — as a matter of fact, I won. 
The only thing is, the men didn’t look quite honest to me.” 
He pulled out two $100 bills. "They paid me with these, and 
I’m afraid they— they might be^counterfeit.” 

Zuckerman held his breath as the bank manager leaned for- 
ward and took the bills in his pudgy hands. He examined them 
carefully, first one side and then the other, then held them up 
to the light. 

He looked at Zuckerman and smiled. “You were lucky, 
monsieur. These bills are genuine.” 

Zuckerman allowed himself to exhale. Thank God! Every- 
thing was going to be all right. 

“No problem at all, chief. He said they were genuine.” 

\ It was almost too good to be true. Armand Grangier sat there 
a plan already half-formed in his mind. 

• “Go get the baroness.” 

Tracy was seated in Armand Grangier’s office, facing him 
across his Empire desk. 

“You and I are going to be partners,” Grangier informed 
her. 

Tracy started to rise. “I don’t need a partner and — ■” 

“Sit down.” 

She looked into Grangier’s eyes and sat down. 

“Biarritz is my town. You try to pass a single one of those 
bills and you’ll get arrested so fast you won’t know what hit 
you. Comprenez-vous? Bad things happen to pretty ladies in 
our jails. You can’t make a move here without me.” - 
, She studied him. “So what I’m buying from you is protec- 
tion?” 
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“Wrong. What you’re buying from me is your life.” 

Tracy believed him. 

“Now, tell me where you got your printing press.” 

Tracy hesitated, and Grangier enjoyed her squirming. He 
watched her surrender. 

She said reluctantly, “I bought it from an American living 
in Switzerland. He was an engraver with the U.S. Mint for 
twenty-five years, and when they retired him there was some 
technical problem about his pension and he never received it. 
He felt cheated and decided to get even, so he smuggled out 
some hundred-dollar plates that were supposed to have been 
destroyed and used his contacts to get the paper that the 
Treasury Department prints its money on.” 

Thai explains it, Grangier thought triumphantly. Thai is why 
the bills look so good. His excitement grew. “How much 
money can that press turn out in a day?” 

“Only one bill an hour. Each side of the paper has to be 
processed and — •” 

He interrupted. “Isn’t there a larger press?” 

“Yes, he has one that will turn out fifty bills every eight 
hours — five thousand dollars a day — but he wants half a mil- 
lion dollars for it.” 

“Buy it,” Grangier said. 

“I don’t have five hundred thousand dollars.” 

“I do. How soon can you get hold of the press?” 

She said reluctantly, “Now, I suppose, but I don’t — ■” 
Grangier picked up the telephone and spoke into it. “Louis, 
I want five hundred thousand dollars' worth of French francs. 
Take what we have from the safe and get the rest from the 
banks. Bring it to my office. Vite!" 

Tracy stood up nervously. “I’d better go and — ” 

“You’re not going anywhere.’' 

“I really should — •” 

“Just sit there and keep quiet. I’m thinking.” 

He had business associates who would expect to be cut in 
on this deal, but what they don’t know won't hurt them, Gran- 
gier decided. He would buy the large press for himself and re- 
place what he borrowed from the casino’s bank account with 
money he would print. After that, he would tell Bruno Vi- 
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cente to handle the woman. She did not.like partners. 

Well, neither did Armand Grangier. 

Two hours later the money arrived in a large sack. Grangier 
said to Tracy, “You’re checking out of the Palais. I have a 
house up in the hills that’s very private. You v/ili stay there 
until we set up the operation.” He pushed the phone toward 
hen “Now, call your friend in Switzerland and tell him you’re 
buying the big press,” 

“1 have his phone number at the hotel. I’ll call from there. 
Give me the address of your house, and I’ll tell him to ship 
the press there and — ” 

“Non!” Grangier snapped. “I don’t want to leave a trail. 
I'll have it picked up at the airport. We will talk about it at 
dinner tonight. I’ll see you at eight o’clock.” 

It was a dismissal. Tracy rose to her feet. 

Grangier nodded toward the sack. “Be careful with the 
money. I wouldn’t want anything to happen to it— or to you.” 

“Nothing will,” Tracy assured him. 

He smiled lazily. “I know. Professor Zuckerman is going to 
escort you to your hotel.” 

The two of them rode in the limousine in silence, the money 
bag between them, each busy with his own thoughts. Zuck- 
erman was not exactly sure what was happening, hut he sensed 
. it was going to be very good for him. The woman was the key. 
Grangier had ordered him to keep an eye on her, and Zuck- 
erman intended to do that. 

Armand Grangier was in a euphoric mood that evening. By 
now, the large printing press would have been arranged for. 
The Whitney woman had said it would print $5,000 a day, but 
Grangier had a better plan. He intended to work the press on 
twenty-four hour shifts. That would bring it to $15,000 a day, 
more than $100,000 a week, $1 million every ten weeks. And 
that was just the beginning. Tonight he would learn who the 
engraver was and make a deal with him for more machines. 
There was no limit to the fortune it would make him. 

At precisely 8:00, Grangier’s limousine pulled into the 
sweeping curve of the driveway of the Hotel du Palais, and 
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naier stepped out of the car. As he walked into the lobby, 
noticed with satisfaction that Zuckerman was seated near 
entrance, keeping a watchful eye on the doors. 

Irangier walked over to the desk. “Jules, tell the Baroness 
Chantilly I am here. Have her come down to the lobby, 
he concierge looked up and said, “But the baroness has 
:cked out, Monsieur Grangier.” 

‘You’re mistaken. Call her.” 

ules Bergerac was distressed. It was unhealthy to contra- 
t Armand Grangier. “I checked her out myself.” 
impossible. “When?” 

‘Shortly after she returned to the hotel. She asked me to 
ng her bill to her suite so she could settle it in cash — ” 
Armand Grangier’s mind was racing. “In cash? French 
incs?” 

"As a matter of fact, yes, monsieur.” 

Grangier asked frantically, “Did she take anything out of her 
ite? Any baggage or boxes?” 

“No. She said she would send for her luggage later.” 

So she had taken his money and gone to Switzerland to make 
:r own deal for the large printing press. 

“Take me to her suite. Quickly!" 

“Out, Monsieur Grangier.” 

Jules Bergerac grabbed a key from a rack and raced with 
irmand Grangier toward the elevator. 

As Grangier passed Zuckerman, he hissed, “Why are you 
itting there, you idiot? She’s gone.” 

Zuckerman looked up at him uncomprehendingly. “She can’t 
« gone. She hasn’t come down to the lobby. I’ve been 
vatching for her.” 

“Watching for her," Grangier mimicked. “Have you beer 
vatching for a nurse — a gray-haired old lady — a maid going oul 
he service door?” 

Zuckerman was bewildered. “Why would I do that?” 

“Get back to the casino,” Grangier snapped. “I’ll deal with 
you later.” 

The suite looked exactly the same as when Grangier had seen 
it last. The connecting door to the adjoining room was open. 
Grangier stepped in and hurried over to the closet and yanked 


308 IF TOMORROW COMES 

open the door. The printing press was stiii there, thank God! 
The Whitney woman had left in too big a hurry to take it with 
her. That was her mistake. And it is not her only mistake, 
Grangier thought. She had cheated him out of $500,000, and 
he was going to pay her back with a vengeance. He would let 
the police help him find her and put her in jail, where his men 
could get at her. They would make her tell who the engraver 
was and then shut her up for good. 

Armand Grangier dialed the number of police headquarters 
and asked to talk to Inspector Dumont. He spoke earnestly 
into the phone for three minutes and then said, “I’ll wait here.” 

Fifteen minutes later his friend the inspector arrived, ac- 
companied by a man with an epicene figure and one of the most 
unattractive faces Grangier had ever seen. His forehead looked 
ready to burst out of his face, and his brown eyes, almost hid- 
den behind thick spectacles, had the piercing look of a fa- 
natic, 

“This is Monsieur Daniel Cooper,” Inspector Dumont said. 
“Monsieur Grangier. Mr. Cooper is also interested in the 
woman you telephoned me about.” 

Cooper spoke up. “You mentioned to Inspector Dumont that 
she’s involved in a counterfeiting operation.” 

"V raiment. She is on her way to Switzerland at this mo- 
ment. You can pick her up at the border. I have all the evi- 
dence you need right here.” 

He led them to the closet, and Daniel Cooper and Inspector 
Dumont looked inside. 

“There is the press she printed her money on.” 

Daniel Cooper walked over to the machine and examined it 
carefully. “She printed the money on this press?” 

“I just told you so,” Grangier snapped. He took a bill from 
his pocket. “Look at this. It is one of the counterfeit hundred- 
dollar bills she gave me." 

Cooper walked over to the window and held the bill up to 
the light. “This is a genuine bill.” 

“It only looks like one. That is because she used stolen plates 
she bought from an engraver who once worked at the Mint in 
Philadelphia. She printed these bills on this press.” 

Cooper said rudely “You’re stupid. This is an ordinary 
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inting press. The only thing you could print on this is letter- 
ads.” 

“Letterheads?” The room was beginning to spin. 

“You actually believed in the fable of a machine that turns 
iper into genuine hundred-dollar bills?” 

“I tell you 1 saw with my own eyes — •” Grangier stopped. 
r hat had he seen? Some wet hundred-dollar bills strung up 
i dry, some blank paper, and a paper cutter. The enorroity- 
f the swindle began to dawn on him: There was no counter- 
;iting operation, no engraver waiting in Switzerland. Tracy 
Zhitney had never fallen for the sunken-treasure story. The 
itch had used his own scheme as the bait to swind le him ou t 
f half a million dollars. If the word of thfsgot out. . . 

The two men were watching him. 

“Do you wish to press charges of some kind, Armand?” In- 
spector Dumont asked. 

How could he? What could he say? That he had been cheated 
while trying to finance a counterfeiting operation? And what 
were his associates going to do to him when they learned he 
had stolen half a million dollars of their money and given it 
away? He was filled with sudden dread. 

“No. I— 1 don’t wish to press charges.” There was panic in 
his voice. 

Africa , Armand Grangier thought. They’ll never find me in 
Africa. 

Daniel Cooper was thinking, Next time. I’ll get her next lime. 



It was Tracy who suggested to Gunther Hartog that they meet 
in Majorca. Tracy loved the island. It was one of the truly pic- 
turesque places in the world. “Besides,” she told Gunther, “it 
was once the refuge of pirates: We’ll feel right at home there.” 

\ “It might be best if we are not seen together," he sug- 
gested. 

“I'll arrange it." 

It had started with Gunther’s phone call from London. “I 
have something for you that is quite out of the ordinary, Tracy. 
I think you’ll find it a real challenge.” 

The following morning Tracy flew to Palma, Majorca’s cap- 
ital. Because of Interpol’s red circulation on Tracy, her de- 
parture from Biarritz and her arrival in Majorca were reported 
to the local authorities. When Tracy checked into the Royal 
Suite at the Son Vida Hotel, a surveillance team was set up 
on a twenty-four-hour basis. 

Police Commandant Ernesto Marze at Palma had spoken with 
Inspector Trignant at Interpol. 
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1 am convinced," Trignant said, “that Tracy Whitney is a 

■-woman crime wave. . , , . 

: A n JJe worse for her. If she commits a crime m Majorca, 

: will find that our justice is swift.” _ 

nspector Trignant said, “Monsieur, there is one other thing 

tiould mention.” 


‘Si?" 

‘You will be having an American visitor. His name is Dan- 
Cooper." 


It seemed to the detectives trailing Tracy that she was in- 
rested only in sightseeing. They followed her as she toured 
e island, visiting the cloister of San Francisco and the color- 
1 Bellver Castle and the beach at llletas. She attended a 
illfight in Palma and dined on sobrasadas and camaiot in the 
laza de la Reine; and she was always alone. 

She took trips to Formentor and Valldemosa and La Granja, 
nd visited the pearl factories at Manacor. 

“ Nada ,” the detectives reported to Ernesto Marze. “She is 
ere as a tourist. Commandant.” 

The commandant’s secretary came into the office. “There 
s an American here to see you. Seiior Daniel Cooper.” 

Commandant Marze had many American friends. He liked 
Americans, and he had the feeling that despite what Inspector 
Trignant had said, he was going to like this Daniel Cooper. 

He was wrong. 

"You’re idiots. All of you,” Daniel Cooper snapped. “Of 
course she’s not here as a tourist. She’s after something.” 

Commandant Marze barely managed to hold his temper in 
check. “Seiior, you yourself have said that Miss Whitney’s 
targets are always something spectacular, that she enjoys doini 
the impossible. 1 have checked carefully, Seiior Cooper. There 
is nothing in Majorca that is worthy of attracting Seiiorita 
Whitney’s talents." 

“Has she met anyone here . . . talked to anyone?” 

The insolent tone of the ojetel “No. No one.” 

Then she will, ’ Daniel Cooper said flatly. 

I finally know, Commandant Marze told himself, what they 
mean by the Ugly American. 
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* * * 

There are two hundred known caves in Majorca, but the mos 
exciting is the Cuevas del Drach, the “Caves of the Dragon,’ 
near Porto Cristo, an hour’s journey from Palma. The ancien 
caves go deep into the ground, enormous vaulted cavern; 
carved with stalagmites and stalactites, tomb-silent except foi 
the occasional rush of meandering, underground streams, witl 
the water turning green or blue or white, each color denoting 
the extent of the tremendous depths. 

The caves are a fairyland of pale-ivory architecture, a 
seemingly endless series of labyrinths, dimly lit by strategi- 
cally placed torches. 

No one is permitted inside the caves without a guide, bul 
from the moment the caves are opened to the public in the 
morning, they are filled with tourists. 

Tracy chose Saturday to visit the caves, when they were 
most crowded, packed with hundreds of tourists from coun- 
tries all over the world. She bought her ticket at the small 
counter and disappeared into the crowd. Daniel Cooper and 
two of Commandant Marze’s men were close behind her. A 
guide led the excursionists along narrow stone paths, made 
slippery by the dripping water from the stalactites above, 
pointing downward like accusing skeletal fingers. 

There were alcoves where the visitors could step off the paths 
to stop and admire the calcium formations that looked like huge 
birds and strange animals and trees. There were pools of 
darkness along the dimly lit paths, and it was into one of these 
that Tracy disappeared. 

Daniel Cooper hurried forward, but she was nowhere in sight. 
The press of the crowd moving down the steps made it im- 
possible to locate her. He had no way of knowing whether she 
was ahead of him or behind him. She is planning something 
here. Cooper told himself. But how? Where? What? 

In an arena-sized grotto at the lowest point in the caves, 
facing the Great Lake, is a Roman theater. Tiers of stone 
benches have been built to accommodate the audiences that 
come to watch the spectacle staged every hour, and the sight- 
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seers take their seats in darkness, waiting for the show to 

be fracy counted her way up to the tenth tier and moved in 
twenty seats. The man in the twenty-first seat turned to her. 

“Any problem?” , 

“None, Gunther.” She leaned over and kissed him on the 

check* 

He said something, and she had to lean closer to hear him 


above the babel of voices surrounding them. 

“I thought it best that we not be seen together, in case you’re 


being followed.” 

Tracy glanced around at the huge, packed black cavern. 
“We’re safe here.” She looked at him, curious. “It must be 
important.” 

“It is.” He leaned closer to her. “A wealthy client is eager 
to acquire a certain painting. It’s a .Goya,.called -Puerto. He’ll 
pay whoever can obtain it for him half a million dollars in 
cash. That’s above my commission.” 

Tracy was thoughtful. “Are there others trying?” 

“Frankly, yes. In my opinion, the chances of success are 
limited.” 

“Where is the painting?” 

“In the Prado Museum in-Madrid.” 
f “The Prado!" The word that flashed through Tracy’s mind 
! was impossible . 

i He was leaning very close, speaking into her ear, ignoring 
;; the chattering going on around them as the arena filled up. 
“This will take a great deal of ingenuity. That is why 1 thought 
of you, my dear Tracy.” 

“I’m flattered,” Tracy said. “Half a million dollars?” 
i,, “Free and clear.” 

5? .The show began, and there was a sudden hush. Slowly, in- 
visible bulbs began to glow and music filled the enormous 
cavern. The center of the stage was a large lake in front of the 
( s ! seated audience, and on it, from behind a stalagmite, a gon- 
jfi dola appeared, lighted by hidden spotlights. An organist was 
.■j! m t " e boat, filling the air with a melodic serenade that echoed 
across the water. The spectators watched, rapt, as the colored 
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The Ritz Hotel, on the Plaza de la Lealtad in Madrid, is 
considered the best hotel in Spain, and for more than a cen- 
tury it has housed and fed monarchs from a dozen European 
countries. Presidents, dictators, and billionaires have slept 
there. Tracy had heard so much about the Ritz that the reality 
was a disappointment. The lobby was faded and seedy- 
looking. 

The assistant manager escorted her to the suite she had re- 
quested, 411-412, in the south wing of the hotel on Calle Fe- 
lipe V. 

“I trust this will be satisfactory, Miss Whitney,” 

Tracy walked over to the window and looked out. Directly 
below, across the street, was the Prado Museum. “This will 
do nicely, thank you.” 

The suite was filled with the blaring sounds of the heavy 
traffic from the streets below, but it had what she wanted: a 
bird’s-eye view of the Prado. 

Tracy ordered a light dinner in her room and retired eariv. 
When she got into the bed, she decided that trying to sleeo in. 
it had to be a modem form of medieval torture. 
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At midnight a detective stationed in the lobby was relieved 
by a colleague. “She hasn’t left her room. I think she’s settled 
in for the night.” 

In Madrid, Direcci6n General de Seguridad, police head- 
quarters, is located in the Puerta del Sol and takes up an en- 
tire city block. It is a gray building with red brick, boastings 
large clock tower at the top. Over the main entrance the red* 
and-yellow Spanish flag flies, and there is always a policeman 
at the door, wearing a beige uniform and a dark-brown beret, 
and equipped with a machine gun, a billy club, a small gun, 
and handcuffs, it is at this headquarters that liaison with In- 
terpol is maintained. 

On the previous day an X-D Urgent cable had come in for 
Santiago Ramiro, the police commandant in Madrid, inform- 
ing him of Tracy Whitney’s impending arrival. The comman- 
dant had read the final sentence of the cable twice and then 
telephoned Inspector Andre Trignant at Interpol headquarters 
in Paris. 

“I do not comprehend your message,” Ramiro had said. 
“You ask me to extend my department’s full cooperation to 
an American who is not even a policeman? For what rea- 
son?” 

“Commandant, I think you will find Mr. Cooper most use- 
ful. He understands Miss Whitney.” 

“What is there to understand?” the commandant retorted. 
“She is a criminal. Ingenious, perhaps, but Spanish prisons 
are full of ingenious criminals. This one will not slip through 
our net.” 

"Bon. And you will consult with Mr. Cooper?" 

The commandant said grudgingly, “If you say he can be 
useful, I have no objection.” 

“ Merci , monsieur." 

“De nada, sehor." 

Commandant Ramiro, like his counterpart in Paris, was not 
fond of Americans. He found them rude, materialistic, and 
naive. This one, he thought, may be different. I will probably 
like him. 
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[e hated Daniel Cooper on sight. „ 

‘She’s outsmarted half the police forces m Europe, Dan- 
Cooper asserted, as he entered the commandant s ofhce. 
nd she’ll probably do the same to you.” 
t was all the commandant could do to control himseit. 
:hor, we do not need anyone to tell us our business. Se- 
rita Whitney has been under surveillance from the moment 
g arrived at Barajas Airport this morning. I assure you that 
someone drops even a pin on the street and your Miss Whit- 
y picks it up, she will be whisked to jail. She has not dealt 
ith the Spanish police before.” 

“She’s not here to pick up a pin on the street.” 

“Why do you think she is here?” 

“I’m not sure. I can only tell you that it will be something 
ig” 

Commandant Ramiro said smugly, “The bigger the better, 
ye will watch her every move.” 


When Tracy awakened in the morning, groggy from a tor- 
urous night’s sleep in the bed designed by Tomas de Torque- 
nada, she ordered a light breakfast and hot, black coffee, and 
walked over to the window overlooking the Prado. It was an 
imposing fortress, built of stone and red bricks from the na- 
tive soil, and was surrounded by grass and trees. Two Doric 
columns stood in front, and, on either side, twin staircases led 
up to the front entrance. At the street level were two side en- 
trances. Schoolchildren and tourists from a dozen countries 
were lined up in front of the museum, and at exactly 10:00 a.m., 
the two large front doors were opened by guards, and the vis- 
itors began to move through the revolving door in the center 
and through the two side passages at ground level. 

The telephone rang, startling Tracy. No one except Gunther 
Hartog knew she was in Madrid. She picked up the telephone 
“Hello?” 

Buenos dias, senorita." It was a familiar voice. “I’m call- 
i ,ns * or l ^ e Madrid Chamber of Commerce, and they have in- 

:■ stru . cted me t0 do everything I can to make sure you have an 
,, exciting time in our city.” 

“How did you know I was in Madrid, Jeff?” 
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“Senorita, the Chamber of Commerce knows everything, 
this your first time here?” 

“Yes.” 

" [Bueno ! Then I can show you a few places. How long 
you plan to be here, Tracy?” 

It was a leading question. “I’m not sure,” she said light 
“Just long enough to do a little shopping and sightseeing. W1 
are you doing in Madrid?” 

“The same.” His tone matched hers. “Shopping and sigi 
seeing.” 

Tracy did not believe in coincidence. Jeff Stevens was the 
for the same reason she was: to steal the Puerto. 

He asked, “Are you free for dinner?” 

It was a dare. “Yes.” 

“Good. I’ll make a reservation at the Jockey.” 

Tracy certainly had no illusions about Jeff, but when s 
stepped out of the elevator into the lobby and saw him star 
ing there waiting for her, she was unreasonably pleased 
see him. 

Jeff took her hand in his. ‘‘jFanidsiico, querida! You lo 
lovely." 

She had dressed carefully. She wore a Valentino- navy^bi 
suit with a Russian sable flung around her heck, Maud Eriz 
pumps, and she carried a navy purse emblazoned with t 
Hermes H. 

Daniel Cooper, seated at a small round table in a comer 
the lobby with a glass of Perrier before him, watched Tra 
as she greeted her escort, and he felt a sense of enormo 
power Justice is mine, sayeth the Lord, and l am His swo 
and his instrument of vengeance. My life is a penance, a 
you shall help me pay. I‘m going to punish you. 

Cooper knew that no police force in the world was clev 
enough to catch Tracy Whitney. But I am. Cooper thougl 
She belongs to me. 

Tracy had become more than an assignment to Dan 
Cooper: She had become an obsession. He carried her ph 
tographs and file with him everywhere, and at night before 
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went to sleep, he lovingly pored over them. He had arrived m 
Biarritz too late to catch her, and she had eluded him m Ma- 
jorca, but now that Interpol had picked up her trail again, 
Cooper was determined not to lose it. . . , . 

He dreamed about Tracy at night. She was in a giant cage, 
naked, pleading with him to set her free. I love you, he said, 
but I'll never set you free. 


The Joe key was a small, elegant restaurant on Amadorjie 
losRlos. 

“The food here is superb,” Jeff promised. 

He was looking particularly handsome, Tracy thought. There 
was an inner excitement about him that matched Tracy’s, and 
she knew why: They were competing with each other, match- 
ing wits in a game for high stakes. But I'm going to win, Tracy 
thought. I'm going to find a way to steal that painting from 
the Prado before he does. 

“There’s a strange rumor around,” Jeff was saying. 

She focused her attention on him. “What kind of rumor?” 
“Have you ever heard of Daniel Cooper? He’s an insurance 
investigator, very bright.” 

“No. What about him?” 

“Be careful. He's dangerous. I wouldn’t want anything to 

- happen to you.” 

i “Don’t worry.” 

“But I have been, Tracy.” 

:• She laughed. “About me? Why?” 

1 He put a hand over hers and said lightly, “You’re very spe- 

- c * a b Life is more interesting with you around, my love.” 

& He's so damned convincing, Tracy thought. If I didn’t know 

2 belter. I’d believe him. 

“Let’s order," Tracy said. “I’m starved.” 


* n ^ IC ^ ays ^ at followed, Jeff and Tracy explored Madrid. 
They were never alone. Two of Commandant Ramiro’s men 
followed them everywhere, accompanied by the strange 
Hi American. Ramiro had given permission for Cooper to be a 
1 °f the surveillance team simply to keep the man out of 

- nis hair. 1 hp Amon/vm i • • . . . 
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> nis nair. lhe American was loco, convinced that the Whitney 
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woman was somehow going to steal some great treasure from 
under the noses of the police. ,-Que ridtculo! 

Tracy and Jeff dined at Madrid’s jriassic restaurants— 
Horcher, the Principe de Viana, and Casa Botin— but Jeff also 
knew the places undiscovered by 'tourists:' Casa Pggo and La 
Chuletta and El Lacon, where he and Tracy dined on deli- 
cious native stews like cocido madrileno and olla podrida, and 
then visited a small bar where they had delicious tapas .. , 

Wherever they went, Daniel Cooper and the two detectives 
were never far behind. 

Watching them from a careful distance, Daniel Cooper was 
puzzled by Jeff Stevens’s role in the drama that was being 
played out. Who was he? Tracy’s next victim? Or were they 
plotting something together? 

Cooper talked to Commandant Ramiro. “What information 
do you have on Jeff Stevens?’* Cooper asked. 

“Nada. He has no criminal record and is registered as a 
tourist. I think he is just a companion the lady picked up.” 

Cooper’s instincts told him differently. But it was not Jeff 
Stevens he was after. Tracy, he thought. I want you, Tracy. 

When Tracy and Jeff returned to the Ritz at the end of a 
late evening, Jeff escorted Tracy to her door. "Why don’t I 
come in fora nightcap?” he suggested. 

Tracy was almost tempted. She leaned forward and kissed 
him lightly on the’ cheek. “Think of me as your sister, Jeff.” 

“What’s your position on incest?” 

But she had dosed the door. 

A few minutes later he telephoned her from his room. “How 
would you like to spend tomorrow with me in Segovia? It’s a 
fascinating old city just a few hours outside of Madrid.” 

“It sounds wonderful. Thanks for a lovely evening,” Tracy 
said. “Good night, Jeff.” 

She lay awake a long time, her mind filled with thoughts she 
had no right to be thinking. It had been so long since she had 
been emotionally involved with a man. Charles had hurt her 
badly, and she had no wish to be hurt again. Jeff Stevens was 
an amusing companion, but she knew she must never allow 



m to become any more than that. It would be easy to fall in 
ve with him. And foolish. 

Ruinous. 

Fun. 

Tracy had difficulty falling asleep. 


The trip to Segovia was perfect. Jeff had rented a small car, 
id they drove out of the city into the beautiful wine country 
f Spain. An unmarked Seat trailed behind them during the 
ntire day, but it was not an ordinary car. 

The Seat is the only automobile manufactured TnSpain, and 
; is the official car of the_S.panish_ police. The regular model 
asonly 100 horsepower, but the ones sold to the Policia Na- 
ional and the Guardia Civil are souped up to 150 horse- 
tower, so there was no danger that Tracy Whitney and Jeff 
Stevens would elude Daniel Cooper and the two detectives. 
Tracy and Jeff arrived at Segovia in time for lunch and dined 
it a charming restaurant in the main square under the shadow 
if the two-thousand-year-old aqueduct built by the Romans. 
After lunch they wandered around the medieval city and vis- 
ited the old Cathedral of Santa Maria and the Renaissance town 
hall, and then drove up to the Alcazar, the old Roman fortress 
perched on a rocky spur high over the city. The view was 
breathtaking. 

“I’ll bet if we stayed here long enough, we’d see Don Qui- 
xote and Sancho Panza riding along the plains below,” Jeff said. 

She studied him. “You enjoy tilting at windmills, don’t you?” 

’’Depends on the shape of the windmill,” he said softly. He 
moved closer to her. 


Tracy stepped away from the edge of the cliff. ’’Tell me more 
about Segovia,” 

And the spell was.broken. 

Jeff was an enthusiastic guide, knowledgeable about his- 
tory, archaeology, and architecture, and Tracy had to keen 

ri n amdavT elf lhat h M- S a!so a con artist - 11 was &e most 
pleasant day Tracy could remember.' 

Owcec de ‘ e «™ s ' ^ Paeira, grumbled to 
, <-°oper, The only flung they're stealing is our time. They’re 
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just two people in love, can’t you see that? Are you sure she’ 
planning something?” 

“I’m sure,” Cooper snarled. He was puzzled by his ow 
reactions. All he wanted was to catch Tracy Whitney, to pur 
ish her, as she deserved. She was just another criminal, an a; 
signment. Yet, every time Tracy’s companion took her am 
Cooper found himself stung with fury. 

When Tracy and Jeff arrived back in Madrid, Jeff said, “] 
you’re not too exhausted, I know a special place for dinner.' 

“Lovely.” Tracy did not want the day to end. I’ll give my 
self this day, this one day to be like other women. 

Madrilenos dine .late, and few restaurants open for dinne 
before 9:00 p.M. Jeff made a reservation for 10:00 at the Za 
lacain, an elegant restaurant where the food was superb am 
perfectly served. Tracy ordered no dessert, but the captaji 
brought a delicate flaky pastry that was the most delicious thins 
she had ever tasted. She sat back in her chair, sated and happy 

“It was a wonderful dinner. Thank you.” 

“I’m glad you enjoyed it. This is the place to bnng peopli 
if you want to impress them.” 

She studied him. “Are you trying to impress me, Jeff?" 

He grinned. “You bet I am. Wait until you see what’s next’ 
' What was next was an unprepossessing bodega, a smok] 
caf6 filled with leather-jacketed Spanish, workmen drinking a 
the bar and at the dozen tables in the room. At one end wa 
a tablado, a slightly elevated platform, where two met 
strummed guitars. Tracy and Jeff were seated at a small tabl< 
near the platform. 

“Do you know anything about flamenco?” Jeff asked. H( 
had to raise his voice over the noise level in the bar. 

“Only that it’s a Spanish dance.” 

“Gypsy, originally. You can go to fancy nightclubs in Ma- 
drid and see imitations of flamenco, but tonight you’ll see thi 
real thing.” 

Tracy smiled at the enthusiasm in Jeff’s voice. 

“You’re going to see a classic cuadro flamenco.'- That’s s 
group of singers, dancers, and guitarists. First they perfonr 
together, then each one takes his turn.” 



SIDNEY SHELDON 

table in the comer near the 
what they were discussing 

‘‘The dance is very subtle, ^because everything has to work 
ogether— movements, music, costumes, the building of the 

hythm. ...” , . _ , , 

“How do you know so much about it? Tracy asked. 

“I used to know a flamenco dancer.” 

Naturally, Tracy thought. 

The lights in the bodega dimmed, and the small stage was 
lit by spotlights. Then the magic began. It started slowly. A 
group of performers casually ascended to the platform. The 
women wore colorful skirts and blouses, and high combs with 
flowers banked on their beautiful Andalusian coiffures. The 
male dancers were dressed in the traditional tight trousers and 
vests and wore gleaming cordovan-leather half boots. The gui- 
tarists-strummed a wistful'melody, while one of the seated 
women sang in Spanish. 

Yo queria dejar 
A mi amante, 

Pero antes de que pudiera, 

Hacerlo ella me abandond 
Y destrozd mi corazdn. 


Watching Tracy and Jeff from a 
itchen, Daniel Cooper wondered 


“Do you understand what she’s saying?” Tracy whispered. 
“Yes. ‘I. wanted to leave.my lover. but before I could, he 
left me and he broke my heart.’- ” 

A dancer moved to the center of the stage. She started with 
a simple zapateado, a beginning-stamping step, gradually 
' foster and faster by the pulsating guitars. The rhythm 
grew, and the dancing became a form of sensual violence, 
variations on steps that had been bom in gypsy caves a hundred 
f earil * r - As the music mounted in intensity and' excite- 

rrn? i hr0U ^l the classic fi S ures of dance, from 
1 fandanguillojo zambra to seguiriya, and as the 
frantic pace increased, there were shouts' of encouragement 
P. from the performers at the side of the stage. enC0Uragement 

anS ” ?hV?^v mQC ! re \ and " m tus santos ” ^ “Anda, 
. the traditional jaleos and piropos, or shouts of en- 


324 IF TOMORROW COMES 

couragement, goaded the dancers on to wilder, more frantic 
rhythms. 

When the music and dancing ended abruptly, a silence roared 
through the bar, and then there was a loud burst of applause. 

“She’s marvelous!” Tracy exclaimed. 

“Wait," Jeff told her. 

A second woman stepped to the center of the stage. She had 
a dark, classical Castilian beauty and seemed deeply aloof, 
completely unaware of the audience. The guitars began to play 
a bolero, plaintive and low key, an Oriental-sounding canto. 
A male dancer joined her, and the castanets began to click in 
a steady, driving beat. 

The seated performers joined in with the jaleo, and the 
handclaps that accompany the flamenco dance, and the 
rhythmic beat of the palms enhanced the music and dancing, 
lifting it, building it, until the room began to rock with the echo 
of the. zapateado, the hypnotic beat of the half toe, the heel, 
and the full sole clacking out an endless variation of tone and 
rhythmic sensations. 

Their bodies moved apart and came together in a growing 
frenzy of desire, until they were making mad, violent, animal 
love without ever touching, moving to a wild, passionate cli- 
\ max that had the audience screaming. As the lights blacked 
out and came on again, the crowd roared, and Tracy found 
herself screaming with the others. To her embarrassment, she 
was sexually aroused. She was afraid to meet Jeff’s eyes. The 
air between them vibrated with tension. Tracy looked down 
at the table, at his strong, tanned hands, and she could feel 
them caressing her body, slowly, swiftly, urgently, and she 
quickly put her hands in her lap to hide their trembling. 

They said very little during the ride back to the hotel, 
At the door to Tracy’s room, she turned and said, “It’s 
been a — ” 

Jeff’s lips were on hers, and her arms went around him, and 
she held him tightly to her. 

“Tracy—?” 

The word on her lips was yes, and it took the last ounce of 
her willpower to say, “It’s been a long day, Jeff. I’m a sleepy 
lady.” 


Oh.” 

I think I’ll just stay in my room tomorrow and 
'is voice was level when he answered. “Got 
wbly do the same.” 
either of them believed the other. 


J 


At 10:00 the following morning Tracy was standing in the 
long line at the entrance to the Prado Museum. As the doors 
opened, a uniformed guard operated a turnstile that admitted 
one visitor at a time. . 

Tracy purchased a ticket and moved with the crowd going 
i , the large rotunda. Daniel Cooper and Detective Pereira 
- ved well behind her, and Cooper began to feel a growing 
excitement. He was certain that Tracy Whitney was not there 
as a visitor. Whatever her plan was, it was beginning. 

Tracy moved from room to room, walking slowly through 
the salons filled with Rubens paintings and Titians, Tintoret- 
tos, Bosches, and paintings by Domenikos Theotokopoujos, 
who became famous as El Greco. The Goyas were exhibite 
in a special gallery below, on the ground floor. 

Tracy noted that a uniformed guard was stationed at the en- 
trance to each room, and at his elbow was a red alarm button. 
She knew that the moment the alarm sounded, all entrances 
and exits to the museum would be sealed off, and there worn 
be no chance of escape. , 

She sat on the bench in the center of the Muses room, nlle 
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,’ander toward the floor. She co s* fae ^ infrared beams 
n each side of the doorw y- Tha museU ms Tracy had vis- 
hat were turned on at night. In navine little atten- 

!U .he guards had beer, *« - JgwK ft. guards 

i0 " '°, lh rt e of"S drfaL by fanatics in 
"a™nd the world, and the Prado was .along no 
chance .hat it could happ» _lhere. ^ 


/era assiduously at worn copying pamuiqp u. u« - -- 

nuseum permitted it, but Tracy noticed that the guards kept 

i close eye even on the copiers. . . 

When Tracy had finished with the rooms on the mam floor, 
she took the stairs to the ground floor, to the Francisco de 
Goya exhibition. 

Detective Pereira said to Cooper, 1 See, she s not doing 


anything but looking. She — ■” 

“You’re wrong.” Cooper started down the stairs in a run. 

It seemed to Tracy that the Goya exhibition was more heavily 
guarded than the others, and it well deserved to be. Wall after 
wall was filled with an incredible display of timeless beauty, 
and Tracy moved from canvas to canvas, caught up in the ge- 
nius of the man. Goya’s Self-Portrait, making him look like a 
i? middle-aged Pan . . . the exquisitely colored portrait of The 
■* Family of Charles IV . . . The Clothed Maja and the famed 
i Nude Maja. 



'f And there, next to The Witches’ Sabbath, was the Puerto. 

5,' ; Tracy stopped and stared at it, her heart beginning to pound, 
ii? In the foreground of the painting were a dozen beautifully 
dressed men and women standing in front of a stone wall, while 
in the background, seen through a luminous mist, were fishing 
■M- boats in a harbor and a distant lighthouse. In the lower left- 
s!£' hand comer of the picture was Goya’s signature. 

$■-' This was the target. Haifa million dollars. 

; 1 * Tracy glanced around. A guard stood at the entrance. Be- 
yond him, through the long corridor leading to other room 3 , 
ijsfl 35, Tracy could see more guards. She stood there a long time, 
studying the Puerto. As she started to move away, a group of 
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tourists was coming down the stairs. In the middle of them 
was Jeff Stevens. Tracy averted her head and hurried out tire 
side entrance before he could see her. 

It’s going to be a race, Mr. Stevens, and I'm going to 
win it. 

: “She’s planning to steal a painting from the Prado.” 

. Commandant Ramiro looked at Daniel Cooper incredu- 
lously. “Cagajdn! No one can steal a painting from the Prado." 

Cooper said stubbornly, “She was there all morning." 

“There has never been a theft at the Prado, and there never 
will be. And do you know why? Because it is impossible.” 

“She’s not going to try any of the usual ways. You must 
have the museum vents protected, in case of a gas attack. If 
the guards drink coffee on the job, find out where they get it 
and if it can be drugged. Check the drinking water — ” 

The limits of Commandant Ramiro’s patience were ex- 
hausted. It was bad enough that he had had to put up with this 
rude, unattractive American for the past week, and that he had 
wasted valuable manpower having Tracy Whitney followed 
around the clock, when his Policfa Nacional was already 
' 17 under an austerity budget; but now, confronted by this 
, telling him how to run his police department, he could 

. ■ no more. 

“In my opinion, the lady is in Madrid on a holiday. I am 
calling offthesurveillance.” 

Cooper was stunned. "No! You can’t do that. Tracy Whit- 
ney is — ” 

Commandant Ramiro rose to his full height. “You will kindly 
refrain from telling me what I can do, seiior. And now, if you 
have nothing further to say, I am a very busy man." 

Cooper stood there, filled with frustration. “I’d like to con- 
tinue alone, then.” 

The commandant smiled. “To keep the Prado Museum safe 
from the terrible threat of this woman? Of course, Senor 
Cooper. Now I can sleep nights.!’ 


The chances of success are extremely limited, Gunther Har- 
tog had told Tracy: Ji'will take a great deal of ingenuity. 

That is the understatemeniof the, century, Jtd.zy thought. 

She was" staring out the window of her suite, down at the 
skylight roof of the Prado, mentally reviewing everything she 
had learned about the museum. It was open from 10:00 in the 
morning until 6:00 in the evening, and during that time the 
alarms were off, but guards were stationed at each entrance 
and in every room. 

Even if one could manage to take a painting off the wall, 
Tracy thought, there's no way to smuggle it out. All packages 
had to be checked at the door. 

She studied the roof of the Prado and considered a night 
foray. There were several drawbacks: The first one was the 
high visibility. Tracy had watched as the spotlights came on 
al n 'Shh Hooding the roof, making it visible for miles around. 

. Even if it were possible to get into the building unseen, there 
‘ were st >fl the infrared beams inside the building and the night 
watchmen. 

The Prado seemed to be impregnable. 
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What was Jeff planning? Tracy was certain he was going to 
make a try for the Goya. I’d give anything to know what he 
has in his crafty little mind. Of one thing Tracy was sure: She 
was not going to let him get there ahead of her. She had to 
find a way. 

She returned to the Prado the next morning. 

Nothing had changed except the faces of the visitors. Tracy 
kept a careful lookout for Jeff, hut he did not appear. 

Tracy thought, He's already figured out how he’s going to 
steal it. The bastard. All this charm he’s been using was just 
to try to distract me, and keep me from getting the painting 
first. 

She suppressed her anger and replaced it with clear, cold 
logic. 

Tracy walked over to the Puerto again, and her eyes wan- 
dered over the nearby canvases, the alert guards, the amateur 
painters sitting on stools in front of their easels, the crowds, 
flowing in and out of the room, and as she looked around, 
Tracy’s heart suddenly began to beat faster. 

I know how Fm going to do it! 

She made a telephone call from a public booth on the Gran 
Via, and Daniel Cooper, who stood in a coffee shop doorway 
wvatching, would have given a year’s pay to know whom Tracy 
, ■'as calling. He was sure it was an overseas call and that she 
was phoning collect, so that there would be no record of it. 
He was aware of the lime-green linen dress that he had not 
seen before and that her legs were bare. So that men can stare' 
at them, he thought. Whore. 

He was filled with rage. 

In the telephone booth, Tracy was ending her conversation. 
“Just make sure he’s fast, Gunther. He’ll have only about two 
minutes. Everything will depend on speed.” 

to: 3. J. Reynolds File No. Y-72-830-4J2 

from: Daniel Cooper confidential 

subject: Tracy Whitney 

It is my opinion that the subject is in Madrid to carry out a 
major criminal endeavor. The likely target is the Prado Mu- 
seum. The Spanish police are being uncooperative, but I will 




personally keep the subject under surveillance and apprehend 
her at the appropriate time. 


Two days later, at 9:00 a.m., Tracy was seated on a ben 
m the gardens of the Retiro, the beautiful park running throu 
the center of Madrid, feeding the pigeons. The Retiro, with 
lake and graceful trees and well-kept grass, and miniature staj 
with shows for children, was a magnet for the Madnlenos. 

Cesar Porretta, an elderly, gray-haired man with a sli 
hunchback, walked along the park path, and when he read 
the bench, he sat down beside Tracy, opened a paper sa 
and began throwing out bread crumbs to the birds. “Bue 


dlas, sefiorita.” 

"Buenos dlas. Do you see any problems?” 

“None, sefiorita. All I need is the time and the date.” 

“I don’t have it yet,” Tracy told him. “Soon.” 

He smiled, a toothless smile. “The police will go crazy, 
ne has ever tried anything like this before.” 

“That’s why it’s going to work,” Tracy said. “You’ll 1 
rom me.” She tossed out a last crumb to the pigeons and r 
>he walked away, her silk dress swaying provocatively arc 
ler knees. , 


While Tracy was in the park meeting with Cesar Porretta, 
Daniel Cooper was searching her hotel room. He had watched 
from the lobby as Tracy left the hotel and headed for the park. 
She had not ordered anything from room service, and Cooper 
had decided that she was going out to breakfast. He had given 
himself thirty minutes. Entering her suite had been a simple 
matter of avoiding the floor maids and using a lock pick. He 
knew what he was looking for: a copy of a painting. He had 
no idea how Tracy planned to substitute it, but he was sure it 
had to be her scheme. 


He searched the suite with swift, silent efficiency, missing 
nothing and saving the bedroom for last. He looked through 

o!Sr MB her dresses ’ and then the bureau. He 
; drawers > one by one. They were filled with panties 

“i»* 0Se - He “P a pair of pinkmder! 
mbbed lhem a S*nst his cheek and imagined her 
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sweet-smelling flesh in them. The scent of her was suddenly 
everywhere. He replaced the garment and quickly looked 
through the other drawers. No painting. 

Cooper walked into the bathroom. There were drops of water 
in the tub. Her body had lain there, covered with water as warm 
as the womb, and Cooper could visualize Tracy lying in it, na- 
ked, the water caressing her breasts as her hips undulated up 
and, down. He felt an erection begin. He picked up the damp 
washcloth from the tub and brought it to his lips. The odor of 
her body swirled around him as he unzipped his trousers. He 
nibbed a cake of damp soap onto the washcloth and began 
stroking himself with it, facing the mirror, looking into his < 
blazing eyes. j 

A few minutes later he left, as quietly as he had arrived, j 
and headed directly for a nearby church. 

The following morning when Tracy left the Ritz Hotel, Dan- j 
iel Cooper followed her. There was an intimacy between them 
that had not existed before. He knew her smell; he had seen i 
her in her bath, had watched her naked body writhing in the ; 
warm water. She belonged completely to him; she was his to ; 
destroy. He watched her as she wandered along the Gran Vfa (> ; 
examining the merchandise in the shops, and he followed her 
into a large department store, careful to remain out of sight. 
He saw her. speak to a clerk, then head for the ladies’ room, i 
Cooper stood near the door, frustrated. It was the one place 
he could not follow her. 

If Cooper had been able to go inside, he would have seen , 
Tracy talking to a grossly overweight, middle-aged woman. 

“Manana,” Tracy said, as she applied fresh lipstick before I 
the mirror. “Tomorrow morning, eleven o’clock.” i 

The woman shook her head. "No, senorita. He will not like i 
that. You could not choose a worse day. Tomorrow the Prince ! 
of Luxembourg arrives on a state visit, and the newspapers i 
say he will be taken on a tour of the Prado. There will be ex- ! 
tra security guards and police all over the museum.” 

“The more the better. Tomorrow.” * 

Tracy walked out the door, and the woman looked after her t 
muttering, “La cucha es loca. ...” . ? 


SIUNE-I 


te royal parly was scheduled to appear at the Prado at ex- 
r 1100 a. m., and the streets around the Prado had been 
d off by the Guardia Civil. Because of a delay in the cer- 
ny at the presidential palace, the entourage did not arrive 
1 close to noon. There were the screams of sirens as police 
orcycles came into view, escorting a procession of half a 
cn black limousines to the front steps of the Prado. 

,t the entrance, the director of the museum, Christian Ma* 
da, nervously awaited the arrival of His Highness, 
lachada had made a careful morning inspection to be sure 
rything was in order, and the guards had been forewarned 
x especially alert. The director was proud of his museum, 

1 he wanted to make a good impression on the prince. 
i never hurts to have friends in high places, Machada 
iught. iQuien sabe? I might even be invited to dine with His 
qhness this evening at the presidential palace. 

Christian Machada's only regret was that there was no way 
stop the hordes of tourists that wandered about. But the 
ince’s bodyguards and the museum’s security guards would 
sure that the prince was protected. Everything was in read- 
ess for him. 

The royal tour began upstairs, on the main floor. The direc- 
r greeted His Highness with an effusive welcome and es- 
>rted him, followed by the armed guards, through the rotunda 
id into the rooms where the sixteenth-century Spanish paint- 
rs were on exhibit: Juan de Juanes, Pedro Machuca, Fer- 
ando Ydtiez. 

The prince moved slowly, enjoying the visual feast spread 
et ore him. He was a patron of the arts and genuinely loved 
he painters who could make the past come alive and remain 

l e S,H ln8 fu lalenl for painting himself - *e prince, as 
C h=?r d ^ r0 ° m f’ nonetheless e ™ied the painters 

S SmSs. tryinS 10 S ” atCh sparks oFeenius 

:Sn y had ’ ,isited ,hi! “P stairs salons, 

»ss wiS SS sa , ,d p [ oudly ’ if Your High.- 

exhibit." P ’ W1 lake you downstairs to our Goya 
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Tracy had spent a nerve-racking morning. When the princl 
had not arrived at the Prado at 11:00 as scheduled, she haq 
begun to panic. All her arrangements had been made and timed 
to the second, but she needed the prince in order to make them' 
work. ' 

She moved from room to room, mixing with the crowds, 
trying to avoid attracting attention. He’s not coming, Tracy 
thought finally. I’m going to have to call it off. And at that 
moment, she had heard the sound of approaching sirens frost 
the street. 

Watching Tracy from a vantage point in the next room, 
Daniel Cooper, too, was aware of the sirens. His reason told 
him it was impossible for anyone to steal a painting from the, 
museum, but his instinct told him that Tracy was going to try 
it, and Cooper trusted his instinct. He moved closer to her, 
letting the crowds conceal him from view. He intended to keep 
her in sight every moment. 

Tracy was in the room next to the salon where the Puerto 
was being exhibited. Through the open doorway she could see 
the hunchback, Cesar Porreta, seated before an easel, copy- 
ing Goya’s Clothed Maja, which hung next to the Puerto. A 
guard stood three feet away. In the room with Tracy, a woman 
painter stood at her easel, studiously copying The Milkmaid 
of Bordeaux, trying to capture the brilliant browns and greens 
of Goya’s canvas. 

A group of Japanese tourists fluttered into the salon, chat- 
tering like a flock of exotic birds. Now! Tracy told herself. This 
was the moment she had been waiting for, and her heart was 
pounding so loudly she was afraid the guard could hear it. She 
moved out of the path of the approaching Japanese tour group, 
backing toward the woman painter. As a Japanese man brushed 
in front of Tracy, Tracy fell backward, as if pushed, bumping 
the artist and sending her, the easel, canvas, and paints flying 
to the ground. 

“Oh, I’m terribly sorry!” Tracy exclaimed. “Let me help 
you.” 

. As she moved to assist the startled artist, Tracy’s heeu 
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The letter was signed by the, curator of the museui 

Sooner or later, the director thought Happily, everyo 
to me. 

“Send him in.” 

Henri Rendeli was a tall, distinguished-looking, bal 
with a heavy Swiss accent. When they shook hands, 
noticed that the index finger on the right hand of h 
was missing. 

Henri Rendeli said, “I appreciate this. It is the fir 
tunity I have had to visit Madrid, and I am looking f< 
seeing your renowned works of art." 

Christian Machada said modestly, “I do not think 
be disappointed. Monsieur Rendeli. Please come w 
shall personally escort you.” 

They moved slowly, walking through the rotunde 
Flemish masters, and Rubens and his followers, and 
ited the central gallery, filled with Spanish masters, a 
Rendeli studied each painting carefully. The two m 
as one expert to another, evaluating the various arti 
and perspective and color sense. 

"Now," the director declared, “for the pride of Sp 
led his visitor downstairs, into the gallery filled with 

“It is a feast for the eyes!” Rendeli exclaime 
whelmed. “Please! Let me just stand and look.” 

Christian Machada waited, enjoying the man’s aw 

“Never have I seen anything so magnificent,” R-. 
dared. He walked slowly through the salon, stud 
painting in turn. "The Witches’ Sabbath," Rei 
"Brilliant!” 

They moved on. ' '/ 

“Goya’s Self-Portrait — fantastic!” 

Christian Machada beamed. 

Rendeli paused in front of the Puerto. "A nict 
started to move on. r; 

The director grabbed his arm. "What? What wai 
senor?” • 

“I said it is a nice fake.” 

“You are very, much mistaken.” He was fille 
nation. 


"I do not think so.’’ >t , , - d st jgy. “I assart 

Un. “You most certainly are, „ 

SKTrf course, tot Leas painted hundreds or 

liit^Cotainly lam aware of that hlad&da snapped. Bu-e^s 
knot one of them.” . „„ . . , 

' Rcndell shrugged. “I bow to your judgsietu. Ha«usfi a 

ttisBoveon. . . . , . . 

■ a - c “i personally purchased this painting. It cas passed t-c 

ipectrograph test, the pigment.tsst— ” 

-p “i do not doubt it. Lucas painted in the same pence as Goya, 
i hi sod used the same materials.’’ Henri Rcndell best down to 
Z examine the signature at the bottom of the painting. “You. can 
reassure yourself very simply, if you wish. Take the painting 
j£ back to your restoration room and test the sgnamrs.” Ee 
chuckled with amusement. “Lucas’s ego made him sign his 
jjtf own paintings, but his pccketfcook forced him to forge Goya’s 
X name over his own, increasing the price enormously.” Rer.- 
^ dell glanced at his watch. “You must forgive me. Fa afraid I 
am late for an engagement. Thank you so much for larins 
A your treasures with me.” 

l; “ N ° l at 311 " the director said coldly. The man is cwicuah 
> a fool, he thought 

C * am . at Villa Magna, if I can be of service. Ar.d thank 
you again, sefior.” Henri Rendell departed. 

Christian Machada watched him leave. How dare that Sy™ 
im Ply that the precious Goya was a take' 

He turned to look at the painting again. It w?« - 

s ss»* He tat *r * usx 

y7 C y n prmal. But still, v;a$ it posmfcteo it—/- "* 
doubt would not go away. Everyone knew that CI 

■ temporary, Eugenio I CT ^ 5 «s* 

fake Oftta. tTxs Lucas y Mia, had panted h*rd~^ r f 
raxe uoyas, making a career rwt a* *-■ . - f c - 

. chada had ei V l^ eST , 0Gt .° l for ^S the master. 
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something he could not bear to think about, 

Henri Reodell had said one thing that made sense: There was, 
indeed, a simple way to ascertain its authenticity. He wpuld 
test the signature and then telephone Rendeli and suggest most 
politely that perhaps he should seek a more suitable vocation, 
The director summoned his assistant and ordered the Puerto 
moved lo the restoration room. 

The testing of a masterpiece is a very delicate operation, for ; 
if it is done carelessly, it can destroy something both priceless I 
and irreplaceable. The restorers at the Prado v/ere experts, j 
Most of them v/ere unsuccessful painters who had taken up s 
restoration v/ork so they could remain close to their beloved 
art. They started as apprentices, studying under master res- | 
torers, and worked for years before they became assistants and 1 
were allowed to handle masterpieces, always under the super- \ 
vision of senior craftsmen, ! 

Juan Delgado, the man in charge of art restoration at the j 
Prado, placed the Puerto on a special wooden rack, as Chris- 
tian Machada watched. ! 

“I want you to test the signature,” the director informed 
him, ! 

Delgado kept his surprise to himself, “Si, Sehor Director, 1 ’ 

He poured isopropyl alcohol onto a small cotton ball and j 
set it on the table next to the painting. On a second cotton ball 
|he poured petroleum distillate, the neutralizing agent. 

/ “I am ready, senor.” 

‘‘Go ahead then. But be careful!” t 

Machada found that it was suddenly difficult for him to '< 
breathe. He watched Delgado lift the first cotton ball and gently $ 
touch it to the G in Goya’s signature. Instantly, Delgado picked i 
up the second cotton ball and neutralized the area, so that the i 
alcohol could not penetrate too deeply. The two men exam- ) 
ined the canvas, H % 

Delgado was frowning. “I’m sorry, but I cannot. tell yet.’ !■ 
he said. “I must use a stronger solvent.” ^ 

“Do it,” the director commanded. , ( 

Delgado opened another bottle. He carefully poured dimen* ^ 
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something he could not bear to think about. 

Henri RendeJI had said one thing that made sense: There was, 
indeed, a simple way to ascertain its authenticity.. He would, 
test the signature and then telephone Rendell and suggest most 
politely that perhaps he should seek a more suitable vocation. 

The director summoned his assistant and ordered the Puerto 
moved to the restoration room. 

The testing of a masterpiece is a very delicate operation, for 
if it is done carelessly, it can destroy something both priceless 
and irreplaceable. The restorers at the Prado were experts. 
Most of them were unsuccessful painters who had taken up 
restoration work so they could remain close to their beloved 
art. They started as apprentices, studying under master res- 
torers, and worked for years before they became assistants and 
were allowed to handle masterpieces, always under the super- 
vision of senior craftsmen. 

Juan Delgado, the man in charge of art restoration at the 
Prado, placed the Puerto on a special wooden rack, as Chris- 
tian Machada watched. 

' VI want you to test the signature,” the director informed 

’ .-Mo kept his surprise to himself. “Si, Senor Director." 

' He poured isopropyl alcohol onto a small cotton ball and 
set it on the table next to the painting. On a second cotton ball 
jie poured petroleum distillate, the neutralizing agent. 

“I am ready, senor.” 

“Go ahead then. But be careful!” 

Machada found that it was suddenly difficult for him to 
breathe. He watched Delgado lift the first cotton bail and gently 
touch it to the G in Goya’s signature. Instantly, Delgado picked 
up the second cotton ball and neutralized the area, so that the 
alcohol could not penetrate too deeply. The two men exam- 
ined the canvas. 

Delgado was frowning. “I’m sorry, but I cannot tell yet,” 
he said. “I must use a stronger solvent.” 

“Do it,” the director commanded. 

Delgado opened another bottle. He carefully poured dimen- 
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Rendeil’s face brightened. “You may be in iuck. I might have 
a client who would be willing to purchase the Lucas. He col- 
lects them. He is a man of discretion.” 

“I would be glad to get rid of it. I never want to see it again. 
A fake among my beautiful treasures. I’d like to give it away," 
he added bitterly. 

“That will not be necessary. My client would probably be 
willing to pay you, say, fifty thousand dollars for it. Shall I 
make a telephone call?” 

“That would be most kind of you, Senor Rendell.” 

At a hastily held meeting the stunned board of directors de- 
cided that the exposure of one of the Prado’s prize paintings 
as a forgery had to be avoided at any cost. It was agreed that 
the prudent course of action would be to get rid of the paint- 
ing as quietly and as quickly as possible. The dark-suited men 
filed out of the room silently. No one spoke a word to Ma- 
chada, who stood there, .sweltering in his misery. 

That afternoon a deal was struck." Henri Rendell went to the 
Bank of Spain and returned with a certified check for $50,000, 
and the Eugenio Lucas y Padilla was handed over to him, 
^wrapped in an inconspicuous piece of burlap. 

“The board of directors would be very upset if this incident 

ere to become public,” Machada said delicately, “but I as- 
sured them that your client is a man of discretion.” 

“You can count on it,” Rendell promised. 

When Henri Rendell left the museum, he took a taxi to a 
residential area in the northern end of Madrid, carried the 
canvas up some stairs to a third-floor apartment, and knocked 
on the door. It was opened by Tracy. In back of her stood 
Cesar Porretta. Tracy looked at Rendell questioningly, and he 
grinned. 

“They couldn’t wait to get this off their hands!” Henri Ren- 
dell gloated. 

Tracy hugged him. “Come in.” 

Porretta took the painting and placed it on a table. 

“Now,” the hunchback said, “you are going to see a mir- 
acle — a Goya brought back to life.” 

* 
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She waited in her hotel suite for the messenger, and when 
he arrived, Tracy telephoned Cesar Porretta. 

“The messenger is here now,” Tracy said. “I'm sending him 
over to pick up the painting. See that he — •” . 

. "What? What are you talking about?" Porretta screamed. 
“Your messenger picked up the painting half an hour ago.” 



! 

I 


Paris 

Wednesday, July 9— Noon 

In a private office off the Rue Matignon, Gunther Hartog 
said, ‘‘I understand how you feel about what happened in 
Madrid, Tracy, but Jeff Stevens got there first.” 

"No," Tracy corrected him bitterly. “J got there first. He 
got there last.” 

"But Jeff delivered it. The Puerto is already on its way to 
my client." 

After all her planning and scheming, Jeff Stevens had out- 
witted her. He had sat back and let her do the work and take 
all the risks, and at the last moment he had calmly walked off 
with the prize. How he must have been laughing at her all the 
timet You’re a very special lady, Tracy. She could not bear 
the waves of humiliation that washed over her when she 
thought of the night of the flamenco dancing. My God , what 
a fooll almost made of myself 
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* * * 

“I never thought l could kill anyone,” Tracy told Guntb 
“but I could happily slaughter Jeff Stevens.” 

Gunther said mildly, “Oh, dear. Not in this room, I ho 
He’s on his way here." 

“He’s what?" Tracy jumped to her feet. 1 

“I told you I have a proposition for you. It will requir 
partner. In my opinion, he isthe only one who — ” 

“I’d rather starve first!” Tracy snapped. “Jeff Stevens 
the most contemptible — ’’ 

“Ah, did I hearTny name mentioned?” He stood in 
doorway, beaming. “Tracy, darling, you look even mi 
stunning than usual. Gunther, my friend, how are you?” 

The two men shook hands. Tracy stood there, filled wit! 
cold fury. 

Jeff looked at her and sighed. “You’re probably up 
with me.” 

"Upset! I — ” She could not find the words. 

“Tracy, if I may say so, I thought your plan was brilliam 
mean it. Really brilliant. You made only one little mista! 
Never trust a Swiss with a missing index finger.” 

She took deep breaths, trying to control herself. She turr 
to Gunther. “I’ll talk to you later, Gunther.” 

“Tracy—” 

“No. Whatever it is, I want no part of it. Not if he’s 
volved.” 

Gunther said, "Would you at least listen to it?” 

“There’s no point. I — ” 

“In three days De Beers is shipping a four-million-do! 
packet of diamonds from Paris to Amsterdam on an Air Frai 
cargo plane. I have a client who’s eager to acquire the 
stones.” 

“Why don’t you hijack them on the way to the airport? Y< 
friend here is an expert on hijacking.” She could not keep! 
bitterness from her voice. 

By God, she's magnificent when she’s angry, Jeff thougl 

Gunther said, “The diamonds are too well guarded. We 
going to hijack the diamonds during the flight.” 
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H5by wed * him to surprise. -‘During the Bight? fa a 

4Cd someone small enough to hide inside one of the 
ntainers When the plane is in the air, ail that person has to 
is step out of the crate, open the De Beers container, re- 
a.. .»oUna nf rtiamnnds. reolace the package with a 



er crate.’" . „ 

'And I’m small enough to fit in a crate, 
juniher said, “It’s much more than that, Tracy. 




rnieone who’s bright and has nerve.” 

Tracy stood there, thinking. “1 like the plan, Gunther. What 
don’t like is the idea of working with him. This person is a 


rook." 

Jeff grinned. "Aren’t we all, dear heart? Gunther is offering 
s a million dollars if we can pull this off.” 

Tracy stared at Gunther. “A million dollars?” 

He nodded. “Half a million for each of you.” 

"The reason it can work,” Jeff explained, “is that I have a 
ontact at the loading dock at the airport. He’ll help us set it 
ip. He can be trusted.” 

“Unlike you," Tracy retorted. "Good-bye, Gunther.” 

She sailed out of the room. 

Gunther looked after her. “She’s really upset with you about 
tladrid, Jeff. I’m afraid she’s not going to do this.” 

“You’re wrong,” Jeff said cheerfully. “I know Tracy. She 
von’t be able to resist it." 


“Be pallets are sealed before they are loaded onto the 
c ™ n Vauba * was explaining. The speaker was a 

' « ylSdXV W H h ° Id fa u ^ had nothin8 10 d0 with 

W eyes - He was a ^Patcher with Air 

1 ^ key t0 the success of the pian. - 
Ibtetfthjft e F; and Gunther were seated at a rail-side 

iibe C cwS™*' SiShUeei " g tot ttot craises 

*££££ SKded " T “ y ter “how 
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“For, last-minute shipments,” Vauban replied, “the com- 
pany uses what we call soft pallets, large wooden crates with = 
canvas on one side, fastened down only with rope. For secu- 
rity reasons, valuable cargo like diamonds always arrives at 
the last minute so it is the last to go on and the first to come 
off.” . ■ ■ ; ■ 

Tracy said, “So the diamonds would be in a soft pallet?” i 
“That is correct, mademoiselle. As would you. I would ar- j 
range for the container with you in it to be placed next, to the 
pallet with the diamonds. All you have to do when the plane 
is in flight is cut the ropes, open the pallet with the diamonds, i 
exchange a box identical to theirs, get back in your container, 
and close it up again.” 

Gunther added, “When the plane lands in Amsterdam, the i 
guards will pick up the substitute box of diamonds and deliver 
it to the diamond cutters. By the time they discover the sub- : 
stitution, we’U have you on an airplane out of the country. 
Believe me, nothing can go wrong.” t 

A sentence that chilled Tracy’s heart. ‘‘Wouldn’t I freeze to 
death up there?” she asked. 

Vauban smiled. “Mademoiselle, these days, cargo planes are ; 
heated. They often carry livestock and pets. No, you will be f 
quite comfortable. A little cramped, perhaps, but otherwise 
fine.” 

Tracy had finally agreed to listen to their idea. A half mil- 1 
lion dollars for a few hours’ discomfort. She had examined the \ 
scheme from every angle. It can work, Tracy thought, lfonlj ; 
Jeff Stevens were not involved! i 

Her feelings about him were such a roiling mixture of emo- 
tions that she was confused and angry with herself. He had ; 
done what he did in Madrid for the fun of outwitting her. He 
had betrayed her, cheated her, and now he was secretly 
laughing at her. • I 

The three men were watching her, waiting for her answer. £ 
The boat was passing under the Pont Neuf, the oldest bridge 4 
in Paris, which the contrary French insisted on calling the, No*' fe] 
Bridge. Across the river, two lovers embraced on the edge d ft 
the embankment, and Tracy could see the blissful look, on the & 
face of the girl. She's a fool, Tracy thought. She made her dfr ' 
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• n che looked straight into Jeff’s eyes as she said, “Ail 
"niso“o»g with!” and she could feel the. tens, on at 

"Wedon’t have" much time,” Vaubatt was saying. His dead 
*$ turned to Tracy. “My brother works for a shipping agent, 
She will let us load the soft container with you in it at his 
rehouse. I hope mademoiselle does not have claustropho- 


“Don’t worry about me. . . . How long will the trip take? 
“You will spend a few minutes in the loading area and one 
our flying to Amsterdam." 

“How large is the container?” 

“Large enough for you to sit down. There will be other things 
i it to conceal you—just in case.” 

Nothing can go wrong, they had promised. But just in 


ose ... 

“I have a list of the things you’ll need,” Jeff told her. “I’ve 
heady arranged for them.” 

The smug bastard. He had been so sure she would say yes. 
“Vauban, here, will see to it that your passport has the 
Hoper exit and entrance stamps, so you can leave Holland 
without any problem.” 

The boat began docking at its quay. 

“We can go over the final plans in the morning,” Ramon 
Vauban said. “Now I have to get back to work. Au re voir.” 
k left. 

Jeff asked, “Why don’t we all have dinner together to cel- 
ebrate?” 


‘but I have a previous 


"I’m sorry," Gunther apologized, 
engagement.” 
i turned to Tracy. "Would—” 
s ^°» thanks. I’m tired,” she said quickly. 

n was an excuse to avoid being with Jeff, but even as Tracy 
*?* d ‘M he ^ lzed she rea % was exhausted. It was probably 

She 0 ! ?T m f- n Ll he had been go5n S trough for so 
long. She was feeling lightheaded. When this is over she 

CT hCrse 5’ i m going back !o London for a long rest 
Her head was beginning to throb. / really must . * 

; bought you a little present," Jeff told her. He handed 
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her a gaily wrapped box. In it was an exquisite silk scarf with 
the initials TW stitched in one comer. 

“Thank you.” He can afford it, Tracy thought angrily. He 
bought it with my half million dollars. 

“Sure you won’t change your mind about dinner?” 

. “I’m positive.” 

In Paris, Tracy stayed at the classic Plaza Athdnde, in a 
lovely old suite that overlooked the garden restaurant. There 
was an elegant restaurant inside the hotel, with soft piano mu- 
sic, but on this evening Tracy was too tired to change into a 
more formal dress. She went into the Relais, the hotel’s small 
cafd, and ordered a bowl of soup. She pushed the plate away, 
half-finished, and left for her suite. 

Daniel Cooper, seated at the other end of the room, noted 
the time 

Daniel Cooper had a problem. Upon his return to Paris, he 
had asked for a meeting with Inspector Trignant. The head of 
Interpol had been less than cordial. He had just spent an hour 
on the telephone listening to Commandant Ramiro’s com- 
plaints about the American. 

“He is locp!” the commandant had exploded. “I wasted men 
and money and time following this Tracy Whitney, who he in- 
sisted was going to rob the Prado, and she turned out to be a 
harmless tourist— just as I said she was.” 

The conversation had led Inspector Trignant to believe that 
Daniel Cooper could have been wrong about Tracy in the first 
place. There was not one shred of evidence against the woman. 
The fact that she had been in various cities at the times the 
crimes were committed was not evidence. 

And so, when Daniel Cooper had gone to see the inspector 
and said, “Tracy Whitney is in Paris. 1 would like her placed 
on twenty-four-hour surveillance,” the inspector had replied, 
“Unless you can present me with some proof that this woman 
is planning to commit a specific crime, there is nothing I 
can do.” 

Cooper had fixed him with his blazing brown eyes and said, 


SIDNEY Sttti'Uvi't 

e , fool,” and had found MeM t>“>6 uncaffi ‘ S ' 
ishered out of the office. one-man sur»-e3r 

to shops and restaur^ 

^he sS ofParis. He went without sleep and^n 

it food. Daniel Cooper could not permit Tracy \ 
» at him. His assignment would not be fimshed until £~ 

jt her in prison. 


cy lay in bed that night, reviewing the next day s pus. 
wished her head felt better. She had taken aspirin, but the 
bing was worse. She was perspiring, and the room seeasfl 
arably hot. Tomorrow it will be over . Switzerland. Tnai s 
■e I'll go. To the cool mountains of Switzerland. To hie 


CUM. 

ie set the alarm for 5:00 a.m., and when the bell rang she 
n her prison cell and Old Iron Pants was yelling, ‘‘Time 
t dressed. Move it,” and the corridor echoed 'With the 
ring of the bell.-Tracy awakened. Her chest felt tight, and 
ight hurt her eyes. She forced herself into the bathroom, 
face looked blotchy and flushed in the mirror. I can't get 
now, Tracy thought. Not today. There's too muck to do. 
he dressed slowly, trying to ignore the throbbing in her 
d. She put on black overalls with deep pockets, rubber-soled 
es, and a Basque beret. Her heart seemed to beat errati- 
ly, but she was not sure whether it was from excitement or 
1 malaise that gripped her. She was dizzy and weak. Her 
oat felt sore and scratchy. On her table she saw the scarf 
ff had given her. She picked it up and wrapped it around her 


The mam entrance to the Hotel Plaza Athdned is on Avenue 
ontaigne, but the service entrance is on Rue du Boccador, 
rwnd the comer. A discreet sign reads entree de service 
nd the passageway goes from a back hallway of the lobby 

Seet r° rrid0r “ with lead Sg to 

m Wh ,°, had U P ^ observation 

h4 masn entrance « did not see Tracy leave through 
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the service door, but inexplicably, the moment she was gone, 
he sensed it- He hurried out to the avenue and looked up and 
down the street. Tracy was nowhere in sight. 

The gray Renault that picked up Tracy at the side entrance 
to the hotel headed for the Etoile. There was little traffic at 
that hour, and the driver, a pimply-faced youth who appar- 
ently spoke no English, raced into one of the twelve avenues 
that form the spokes of the Etoile. I wish he would slow down, 
Tracy thought. The motion was making her carsick. 

Thirty minutes later the car slammed to a stop in front of a J 
warehouse. The sign over the door read brucere et cie. Tracy J 
remembered that this was where Ramon Vauban’s brother , 
worked. , 

The youth opened the car door and murmured, “Viler j 

A middle-aged man with a quick, furtive manner appeared f 
as Tracy stepped out of the car. “Follow me," he said. , 
“Hurry.” ( 

Tracy stumbled after him to the back of the warehouse, j 
where there were half a dozen containers, most of them filled 
and sealed, ready to be taken to the airport. There was one 
soft container with a canvas side, half-filled with furniture. 

“Get in. Quick! We have no time.” 

Tracy felt faint. She looked at the box and thought, 1 can’t 
get in there. I’ll die. 

' The man was looldng at her strangely. “Avez-vous mal?" 

\ Now was the time to back out, to put a stop to this. “I’m 
ail right,” Tracy mumbled. It would be over soon. In a few 
hours she would be on her way to Switzerland. 

“Bon. Take this.” He handed her a double-edged knife, a 
long coil of heavy rope, a flashlight, and a small blue jewel , 
box with a red ribbon around it. j 

“This is the duplicate of the jewel box you will ex- 
change.” j 

Tracy took, a deep breath, stepped into the container, and 
sat down. Seconds later a large piece of canvas dropped down , 
over the opening. She could hear ropes being tied around the j 
canvas to hold it in place. J 

She barely heard his voice through the canvas. “From now j 
on, no talking, no moving, no smoking.” s 


don't smoke,” Tracy tried to ay, but she did not have - 

■Z-*~ r-*»- 

The box was ! «tnow and cramped, asd a set of dining-room 
S.«k up most of the space. Tracy felt as d»s| ® 

, fee. Her skin tvas hot to the touch, and she had dtfficujt; 
talhing. I’ve caught some land of virus, she thought, but if 3 
ling to have to wait. I have work to do. Think about some- 

ling else. , rp 

Gunther’s voice: You've nothing to worry aooul, Irccy. 

Vhen they unload the cargo in Amsterdam, your pallet will be 
aken to a private garage near the airport. Jeff will meet you 
here. Give him the jeweb and return to the airport. Tnere will 
>e a plane ticket for Geneva waiting for you at the Swbsair 
mnter. Get out of Amsterdam as fast os you can. As soon 
as the police learn of the robbery, they'll close up the city tight. 
Nothing will go wrong, but just in case, here is the address 
and the key to a safe house in Amsterdam. It b unoccupied. 

She must have dozed, for she awakened with a start as the 
container was jerked into the air, Tracy felt herself swinging 
through space, and she clung to the sides for support. The 
container settled down on something hard. There was a slam 
of a car door, an engine roared into life, and a moment later 
the truck was moving. 

They were on their way to the airport. 

The scheme had been worked out on a split-second sched- 
ule. The container with Tracy inside was due to reach the cargo 
shipping area within a few minutes of the time the De Beers 
g et was to arrive. The driver of the truck carrying Tracy 

ta Tm[S™hf" !: / e T “ “ 5, “ < Wly miles an hour. 

ta mS tS a,n30rl s “ med hea,ier tlM 

wrorains, but the driver was not worried. The pallet would 

S sfe" 1,me> ^ he «" u ™ Pos esstaof a 

4 “ ™°“gh » take his wife and lvra S 

Wort? m - he thQ “Sh‘. H'e-H go ,o Disney 



^55 IF TOMORROW COMES >' 

SX 'OSSSOOSTCi C*~ wi£ 33u giiCL-Sd to fclinSiii 

■S;owkJs 5=. Tie Export w-ss cuiy three ffilss away, and w 

iai SS3 235=as 10 ^4 133®. 

Ext^r/ ca schedule, he reached ice turnon tor Air rratfc* 
Csx^'O "'Sahcjaaiters ax the Fermord sign and dro » e past thw 
\as*EVf b dldb g at Rolssy-Churles de Gaulle Airport, away 
from the passenger entrance, where barbed-wire fences : «P> ; 
rr-r-ri th> roadway from the cargo area- As he headed tovvou • 
the ecdosttre holding the enormous warehouse, which occu* ■ 
pied three blocks and was filled with boxes and packages ana .■ 
containers plied on doilies, there was a sudden explosive sooao , 
as the wheel jerked in his hand and the truck began to vibrate. .. 
Foutre! hs thought. A fucking blovsout. I 


The giant 747 Air France cargo plane was in the process of 
being loaded. The nose had been raised, revealing rows or 
tracks. The cargo containers were on a platform level with t 
opening, ready to slide across a bridge into the hold ot ttw 
plane. There were thirty-eight pallets, twenty-eight of them o» 
the main deck and ten of them in the belly holds. On the ceil- 
ing an exposed heating pipe ran from one end of the huge cabin . 
to the other, and the wires and cables that controlled too 
’•. transport were visible on the ceiling. There were no frills on 
• ! f ‘plane. 

loading had almost been completed. Ramon Vaubao 
at his watch again and cursed. The truck was late. Tm> 
Be Beers consignment had already been loaded into its palish 
and the canvas sides fastened down with a crisscross of rope 3 - 
/ Vauban had daubed, the side of it with red paint so the woman 
would have no trouble identifying it. He watched now as the 
pallet moved along the tracks into the plane and was lockco 
into place. There was room next to it for one more pallet, be* 
fore the plane took off. There were three more containers on ; 
the dock waiting to be loaded. Where in God’s name was tni 
woman? 

The foadmaster inside the plane called, “Let’s go, Ramon< 
What’s holding us up?” 

“A minute,” Vauban answered. He hurried toward the en- 
trance to the loading area. No sign of the truck. 
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Mom')” He turned. A senior su* 

■££Z 5SST“«* and *■* ,bis c “ s0 

“Yes, sir. I was just waiting f £ ^ cie raC ed into 

At that moment die truck fro h R in front of 

the warehouse and came to a screaming u* 

V “fcs the last of the cargo,” Vauban announced. 

"Wei! get it aboard,” the supervisor snapped. 

Vauban supervised the unloading of the container from the 
r truck and sent it onto the bridge leading to the plane. 

; He waved to the loadmaster. “It’s all yours. 

Moments later the cargo was aboard, and the nose oi the 
; plane was lowered into place. Vauban watched as the jets were 
fired up and the giant plane started rolling toward the runway, 
J and he thought, Now it’s up to the woman. 


Ill There was a fierce storm. A giant wave had struck the ship 
ir and it was sinking. I’m drowning, Tracy thought. I’ve got to 
fei get out of here. 

She flung out her arms and hit something. It was the side of 
0 a lifeboat, rocking and swaying. She tried to stand up and 
0 £, cracked her head on the leg of a table. In a moment of clarity 
she remembered where she was. Her face and hair dripped with 
3 \i perspiration. She felt giddy, and her body was burning up. How 
long had she been unconscious? It was only an hour’s flight. 
,1^ Was the plane about to land? No, she thought. It’s all right. 
0", I’m having a nightmare. I’m in my bed in London, asleep. I’ll 
catl for a doctor. She could not breathe. She struggled up- 
i ri o?il w &T d 10 reac h for a telephone, then immediately sank down, 
ns * 1 

5 ?^’ 

■ 0 $' 


me plane tut a pocket ot turbulence, and 
Tracy was thrown against the side of the box. She lay there, 
dazed, desperately trying to concentrate. How much time do 
itv a ’^' S j! e wavered between a hellish dream and painful real- 
5 ™ Some how she had to get the diamonds. But 

«• ; ‘ " r L st ’ sh ® had to cut herself out of the pallet 

, toibS t e !? “T* " 4 found that ii was 

haTair Ste JSriSif Not ^T sh a,r > ^cy thought. I must 
’ She reached around the edge of the canvas, fumbled 
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for one of the outside ropes, found it, and cut it. It seemed to 
take an eternity. The canvas opened wider. She cut another 
rope, arid there was room enough to slip outside of the con- 
tainer into the belly of the cargo plane. The air outside the box 
was cold. She was freezing. Her whole body began to shake, 
and the constant jolting of the plane increased her nausea. I’ve 
got to hold on, Tracy thought. She forced herself to concen- 
trate. W hat am I doing here? Something important . . . Yes 
. . . Diamonds. 

Tracy’s vision was blurred, and everything was moving in 
and out of focus. I’m not going to make it. 

The plane dipped suddenly, and Tracy was hurled to the 
floor, scraping her hands on the sharp metal tracks. She held 
on while the plane bucked, and when it had settled down, she 
forced herself to her feet again. The roaring of the jet engines 
was mixed with the roaring in her head. The diamonds. / must 
find the diamonds. 

She stumbled among the containers, squinting at each one, 
looking for the red paint. Thank God! There it was, on the 
third container. She stood there, trying to remember what to 
do next. It was such an effort to concentrate. If I could just 
lie down and sleep for a few minutes, I’d be fine. All / need is 
some sleep. But there was no time. They could be landing in 
Amsterdam at any moment. Tracy took the knife and slashed 
at the ropes of the container. “One good cut will do it,” they 
had told her. 

She barely had the strength to hold the knife in her grasp. / 
can’t fail now, Tracy thought. She began shivering again, and 
shook so hard that she dropped the knife. It’s not going to 
work. They're going to catch me and put me back in prison. 

She hesitated indecisively, clinging to the rope, wanting 
desperately to crawl back into her box where she could sleep, 
safely hidden until it was all over. It would be so easy. Then, 
slowly, moving carefully against the fierce pounding in her 
head, Tracy reached for the knife and picked it up. She began 
to slash at the heavy rope. ... 1 1 

It finally gave way. Tracy pulled back the canvas and stared ' 
into the gloomy interior of the container. She could see noth- 


Dg. She pulled out the flashlight and, at that moment, she felt 
i sudden change of pressure in her ears. 

The plane was coming down for a landing. , 

Tracy thought, I’ve got to hurry. But her body refused to 
respond. She stood there, dazed. Move, her mind said. 

S?e shone the flashlight into the interior of the box. It was 
crammed with packages and envelopes and small cases, ana 
on top of a crate were two little blue boxes with red nbbons 
around them. Two of them! There was only supposed to be— 
She blinked, and the two boxes merged into one. Everything 
seemed to have a bright aura around it. 

She reached for the box and took the duplicate out of her 
pocket Holding the two of them in her hand, an over- 
whelming nausea swept over her, racking her body. She 
squeezed her eyes together, fighting against it. She started to 
place the substitute box on top of the case and suddenly re- 
alized that she was no longer sure which box was which. She 
stared at the two identical boxes. Was it the one in her left 
hand or her right hand? 

The plane began a steeper angle of descent. It would touch 
down at any moment. She had to make a decision. She set 
down one of the boxes, prayed that it was the right one, and 
moved away from the container. She fumbled an uncut coil of 
rope out of her coveralls. There’s something I must do with 
the rope. The roaring in her head made it impossible to think. 
She remembered: After you cut the rope, put it in your pocket, 
replace it with the new rope. Don't leave anything around that 
will make them suspicious. 

It had sounded so easy then, sitting in the warm sun on the 
deck of the Bateau Mouche. Now it was impossible. She had 
no more strength left. The guards would find the cut rope and 
me cargo would be searched, and she would be caught. Some- 
thing deep inside her screamed, No! No! No! 

arm mil a . herculea . n effort > Trac y began to wind the uncut rope 
2 ,! ^ She felt a jolt beneath her as the 

slammed and then another ' and she was 

hMa , ° bac ^ ward 35 the jets were thrust into reverse. Her 
* h ad smasfe d against the floor and she blacked out. 
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The 747 was picking up speed now, taxiing along the run- 
way toward the terminal. Tracy lay crumpled on the floor of 
the plane with her hair fanning over her white, white face. It 
was the silence of the engines that brought her back to con- 
sciousness. The plane had stopped. She propped herself up on 
an elbow and slowly forced herself to her knees. She stood 
up, reeling, hanging on to the container to keep from falling. 
The new rope was in place. She clasped the jewel box to her 
chest and began to weave her way back to her pallet. She 
pushed her body through the canvas opening and flopped down, 
panting, her body beaded with perspiration. I've done it. But 
there was something more she had to do. Something impor- 
tant. What? Tape up the rope on your pallet. 

She reached into the pocket of her coveralls for the roll of 
masking tape. It was gone. Her breath was coming in shallow, 
ragged gasps, and the sound deafened her. She thought she 
heard voices and forced herself to stop breathing and listen. 
Yes. There they were again. Someone laughed. Any second 
now the cargo door would open, and the men would begin 
unloading. They would see the cut rope, look inside the pal- 
let, and discover her. She had to find a way to hold the rope 
together. She got to her knees, and as she did she felt the hard 
roll of masking tape, which had fallen from her pocket some- 
time during the turbulence of the flight. She lifted the canvas 
N, and fumbled around to find the two ends of cut rope, and held 
them together while she clumsily tried to wrap the tape around 
them. 

She could not see. The perspiration pouring down her face 
was blinding her. She pulled the scarf from her throat and wiped 
her face. Better. She finished taping the rope and dropped the 
canvas back in place; there was nothing to do now but wait. 
She felt her forehead again, and it seemed hotter than before. 

I must get out of the sun, Tracy thought. Tropical suns can 
be dangerous. 

She was on holiday somewhere in the Caribbean. Jeff had 
come here to bring her some diamonds, but he had jumped 
into the sea and disappeared. She reached out to save him, 
but he slipped from her grasp. The water was over her head. 
She was choking, drowning. 
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The driver said, “Where do you wish to go, mademoi- 
selle?” 

There will be a plane ticket for Geneva waiting for you at 
the Swissair counter. 

She was too ill to board a plane. They would stop her, sum- 
mon a doctor. She would be questioned. All she needed was 
to sleep for a few minutes, then she would be fine. 

The voice was getting impatient. “Where to, please?” 

She had no place to go. She gave the taxi driver the address 
of the safe house. 

The police were cross-examining her about the diamonds, 
and when she refused to answer them, they became very an- 
gry and put her in a room by herself and turned up the heat 
until the room was boiling hot. When it became unbearable, 
they dropped the temperature down, until icicles began to form 
on the walls. 

Tracy pushed her way up through the cold and opened her 
eyes. She was on a bed, shivering uncontrollably. There was 
a blanket beneath her, but she did not have the strength to get 
under it. Her dress was soaked through, and her face and neck 
were wet. 

I'm going to die here. Where was here? 

The safe house. I’ min the safe house. And the phrase struck 
tier as so funny that she staged to laugh, and the laughter 
turned into a paroxysm of coughing. It had all gone wrong. 
She had not gotten away after all. By now the police would 
be combing Amsterdam for her. Mademoiselle Whitney had a 
ticket on Swissair and did not use it? Then she still must be in 
Amsterdam. 

She wondered how long she had been in this bed. She lifted 
her wrist to look at her watch, but the numbers were blurred. 
She was seeing everything double. There were two beds in the 
small room and two dressers and four chairs. The shivering 
stopped, and her body was burning up. She needed to open a 
window, but she was too weak to move. The room was freez- 
ing again. 

She was back on the airplane, locked in the crate, scream- 
ing for help. 
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Y 0U ' V e made it! You're a marvel. Let’s have the box. 

Jeff had taken the diamonds, and he was probab y on h 
way to Brazil with her share of the money. He would be en- 
joying himself with one of his women, laughing at her. He had 
Sen her once more. She hated him. Ho. She didn’t. Yes, 

she did. She despised him. , , ... 

She was in and out of delirium. The hard pelota ball was 
hurtling toward her, and Jeff grabbed her in his arms and 
pushed her to the ground, and his lips were very close to hers, 
and then they were having dinner at Zalacain. Do you know 


how special you are, Tracy? 

/ offer you a draw, Boris Melnikov said. 

Her body was trembling again, out of control, and she was 
m an express train whirling through a dark tunnel, and at the 
nd of the tunnel she knew she was going to die. All the other 
>assengers had gotten off except Alberto Fomati. He was an* 
yy with her, shaking her and screaming at her. 

"For Christ’s sake!” he yelled. "Open your eyes! Look at 
me!" 


With a superhuman effort, Tracy opened her eyes, and leff 
was standing over her. His face was white, and there was fury 
tn his voice. Of course, it was all a part of her dream. 

“How long have you been like this?” 

You re in Brazil,” Tracy mumbled. 

After that, she remembered nothing more. 


tiakTW !X e f r I rign " nt was 8 iven the scarf with the ini 
Then he said, "Get me Daniel Cooper.” 



The picturesque village of Alkmaar, on the northwest coast 
of Holland facing the North Sea, is a popular tourist attrac- 
tion, but there is a quarter in the eastern section that tourists 
seldom visit. Jeff Stevens had vacationed there several times 
. with a stewardess from KLM who had taught him the Ian- 
•*, He remembered the area well, a place where the resi- 
~ minded their own business and were not unduly curious 
about visitors. It was a perfect place to hide out. 

Jeff’s first impulse had been to rush Tracy to a hospital, but 
that was too dangerous. It was also risky for her to remain in 
Amsterdam a minute longer. He had wrapped her in blankets 
and carried her out to the car, where she had remained un- 
conscious during the drive to Alkmaar. Her pulse was erratic 
and her breathing shallow. 

In Alkmaar, Jeff checked into a small inn. The innkeeper 
watched curiously as Jeff carried Tracy upstairs to her room. 

“We’re honeymooners,” Jeff explained. “My v/ife became 
ill — a slight respiratory disturbance. She needs rest.” 
“Would you like a doctor?” 
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be certain. He was sure of only one thing, and he repeated it 
over and over until it became a litany; "You’re going to get 
well.” He kissed her gently on the forehead, 

Jeff had not slept in forty-eight hours, and be was ex- 
hausted and hollow-eyed. I'll sleep later, he promised him- 
self. I'll close my eyes to rest them a moment. 

He slept. 

When Tracy opened her eyes and watched the ceiling slowly 
come into focus, she bad no idea where she was. It took long 
minutes for awareness to seep into her consciousness. Her body 
felt battered and sore, and she had the feeling that she had 
returned from a long, wearying journey. Drowsily, she looked 
around the unfamiliar room, and her heart suddenly skipped a 
beat. Jeff was slumped in an armchair near the window, asleep. 
It was impossible. The last time she had seen him, lie had taken 
the diamonds and left. What was he doing here? And with a 
sudden, sinking sensation, Tracy knew the answer: She had 
given him the wrong box — the box with the fake diamonds— 
and Jeff thought she had cheated him. He must have picked 
her up at the safe house and taken her to wherever this 
place was. 

As she sat up, Jeff stirred and opened his eyes. When he 
saw Tracy looking at him. a slow, happy grin lit his face. 

“Welcome back." There was a note of such intense relief 
in his voice that Tracy was confused. 

“I’m sorry," Tracy said. Her voice was a hoarse whisper. 
"I gave you the wrong box." 

"What?” ' 

“I mixed up the boxes." 

He walked over to her and said gently, "No, Tracy. You 
gave me the real diamonds. They’re on their way to Gunther." 

She looked at him in bewilderment. "Then — why — why are 
you here?” 

He sal on the edge of the bed. "When you handed me the 
diamonds, you looked like death. I decided I’d better wait at 
the airport to make sure you caught your flight. You didn't 
show up, and l knew you were in trouble. I went to the safe 
house and found you. 1 couldn’t just let you die there," hs 
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• • u tlu **T t W ould have been a clue for the police, 
said hgntiy. uwouiui ,. T « t k e rea i reason 

She was watching him, puzzled. Tell me me real re® 

you came back for me. 

“Time to take your temperature, he said briskly. 

“Not bad,” he told her a few minutes later. Little over a 
hundred. You’re a wonderful patient.” 


“Jeff-” 

“Trust me,” he said. “Hungry?” 

Tracy was suddenly ravenous. “Starved.” 
“Good. I’ll bring something in." 


He returned from shopping with a bag full of orange juice, 
milk, and fresh fruit, and large Dutch broodjes, rolls filled with 
different kinds of cheese, meat, and fish. 

“This seems to be the Dutch version of chicken soup, but 
it should do the trick. Now, eat slowly.” 

He helped her sit up, and fed her. He was careful and tender, 
and Tracy thought, warily, He’s after something. 

As they were eating, Jeff said, “While I was out, I tele- 
phoned Gunther. He received the diamonds. He deposited your 
share of the money in your Swiss bank account.” 

She could not keep herself from asking, “Why didn’t you 
keep it all?" 

When Jeff answered, his tone was serious. “Because it’s time 


; we stopped playing games with each other, Tracy. Okay?” 

It was another one of his tricks, of course, but she was too 
f. tir ed to worry about it. “Okay.” 

If you'll tell me your sizes,” Jeff said, ‘Til go out and buy 
some clothes for you. The Dutch are liberal, but I think if you 
walked around like that they might be shocked.” 

$ , rac y P u lkd the covers up closer around her, suddenly aware 
C- . <:r na kedness. She had a vague impression of Jeffs un- 
her and bathing her. He had risked his own safety to 
nurse her. Why? She had believed she understood him. I don’t 

$ *™ rs( ™d him at all , Tracy thought. Not at all. 
slept, 

H robwlnfS? 0 " Jeffbro , ught back two suitcases filled with 
r./ • ghtgowns, underwear, dresses, and shoes, and a 
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makeup kit and a comb and brush and hair dryer, tooth 
brushes and toothpaste. He also had purchased several change 
of clothes for himself and brought back the International Her 
old Tribune. On the front page was a story about the diamond 
hijacking; the police had figured out how it had been commit- 
ted, but according to lira newspaper, the thieves had left no 
clues. 

Jeff said cheerfully, "We’re home free! Now all we have to 
do is get you well." 

It was Daniel Cooper who had suggested that the scarf with 
the initials TW be kept from the press. "We know,” he had 
told Inspector Trignant, "who it belongs to, but it's not enough 
evidence for an indictment. Her lawyers would produce every 
woman in Europe with the same initials and make fools of 
you." 

In Cooper’s opinion, the police had already made fools of 
themselves. God will give her to me. 

He sat in the darkness of the small church, on a hard wooden 
bench, and he prayed: Oh, make her mine. Father. Give her 
to me to punish so that l may wash myself of my sins. The 
evil in her spirit shall be e.xorcised, and her naked body shall 
be flagellated. . . . And he thought about Tracy’s naked body 
in his power and felt himself getting an erection. He hurried 
from the church in terror that God would see and inflict fur- 
ther punishment on him. 

When Tracy awoke, it was dark. She sat up and turned on 
the lamp on the bedside table. She was alone. He had gone. 
A feeling of panic washed over her. She had allowed herself 
to grow dependent on Jeff, and that had been a stupid mis- 
take. It serves me right, Tracy thought bitterly. "Trust me," 
Jeff had said, and she had. He had taken care of her only to 
protect himself, not for any other reason. She had come U> be- 
lieve that he felt something for her. She had wanted to trust 
him, wanted to feel that she meant something to him. She lay 
back on her pillow and closed her eyes, thinking, Tnt goini 
to miss him. Heaven help me. I'm going to miss him. 

God had played a cosmic joke on her. Why did it have to 
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be him ? she wondered, but the reason did not matter. She would 
have to make plans to leave this place as soon as possible, 
find someplace where she could get well, where she could feel 
safe. Oh , you bloody fool, she thought. You — 

There was the sound of the door opening, and Jeff’s voice 
called out, “Tracy, are you awake? I brought you some books 
and magazines. I thought you might — ” He stopped as he saw 
the expression on her face. “Hey! Is something wrong?” 

“Not now,” Tracy whispered. “Not now.” 

The following morning Tracy’s fever was gone. 

*Td like to get out,” she said. “Do you think we could go 
for a walk, Jeff?” 

They were a curiosity in the lobby. The couple who owned 
the hotel were delighted by Tracy’s recovery. “Your husband 
was so wonderful. He insisted on doing everything for you 
himself. He was so worried. A woman is lucky to have a man 
- who loves her so much.” 

Tracy looked at Jeff, and she could have sworn he was 
>. blushing. 

' Outside, Tracy said, “They’re very sweet.” 
“Sentimentalists,” Jeff retorted. 

Jeff had arranged for a cot to sleep on, placed next to Tra- 
y’s bed. As Tracy lay in bed that night, she remembered again 
iow Jeff had taken care of her, tended to her needs, and nursed 
icr and bathed her naked body. She was powerfully aware of 
lis presence. It made her feel protected. 

It made her feel nervous. 

Slowly, as Tracy grew stronger, she and Jeff spent more time 
•xploring the quaint little town. They walked to the Alkmaar- 
kr Meer, along winding, cobblestone streets that dated from 
J»e Middle Ages, and spent hours at the tulip fields on the 
xitskirts of the city. They visited the cheese market and the 
t weighing house, and went through the municipal museum. 
l0 „u? cy s sur Pnse, Jeff spoke to the townspeople in Dutch. 
Where did you learn that?” Tracy asked. 

* used l ° know a Dutch girl.” 
i>he was sorry she had asked. 


368 IF TOMORROW COMES 

As the clays passed Tracy’s healthy young body gradually 
healed itself. When Jeff felt that Tracy was strong enough, he 
rented bicycles, and they visited the windmills that dotted the 
countryside. Each day was a lovely holiday, and Tracy wanted 
it never to end. 

Jeff was a constant surprise. He treated Tracy with a con- 
cern and tenderness that melted her defenses against him, yet 
he made no sexual advances. He was an enigma to Tracy. She 
thought of the beautiful women with whom she had seen him, 
and she was sure he could have had any of them. Why was 
he staying by her side in this tiny backwater of the world? 

Tracy found herself talking about things she had thought she 
would never discuss with anyone. She told Jeff about Joe Ro- 
mano and Tony Orsatti, and about Ernestine Littlechap and 
Big Bertha and little Amy Brannigan. Jeff was by turns out- 
raged and distressed and sympathetic. Jeff told her about his 
stepmother and his Uncle Willie and about his carnival days 
and his marriage to Louise. Tracy had never felt so close to 
anyone. 

Suddenly it was time to leave. 

One morning Jeff said, "The police aren’t looking for us, 
Tracy. I think we should be moving on." 

Tracy felt a stab of disappointment. “Ail right. When?" 

‘Tomorrow." 

She nodded. “I'll pack in the morning." 

That night Tracy lay awake, unable to sleep. Jeff’s presence 
seemed to fill the room as never before. This had been an un- 
forgettable period in her life, and it was coming to an end. Sfc 
looked over at the cot where Jeff lay. 

“Are you asleep?" Tracy whispered. 

“No . . ." 

“What are you thinking about?” 

‘Tomorrow. Leaving this place. I’ll miss it.” i 

"I’m going to miss you, Jeff.” The words were out before 
she could. stop herself. 

Jeff sat up slowly and looked at her. “How much?" he asked 
softly. 

"Terribly." 
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A moment later he was at her bedside. Tracy M 

‘‘Shhh. Don’t talk. Just put your arms around me. Hold me. 

It started slowly, a velvet touching and stroking and feeling, 
i caressing and gentle exploring of the senses. And it began 
to build and swell in a frenzied, frantic rhythm, until it be- 
came a bacchanal, an orgy of pleasure, wild and savage. His 
hard organ stroked her and pounded her and filled her until 
she wanted to scream with the unbearable joy. She was at the 
center of a rainbow. She felt herself being swept up on a tidal 
wave that lifted her higher and higher, and there was a sudden 
molten explosion within her, and her whole body began to 
shudder. Gradually, the tempest subsided. She closed her eyes. 
She felt Jeff’s lips move down her body, down, down to the 
center of her being, and she was caught up in another fierce 
wave of blissful sensation. 

She pulled Jeff to her and held him close, feeling his heart 
beat against hers. She strained against him, but still she could 
not get close enough. She crept to the foot of the bed and 
touched her lips to his body with soft, tender kisses, moving 
upward until she felt his hard maleness in her hand. She stroked 
it softly and slid it into her mouth, and listened to his moans 
of pleasure. Then Jeff rolled on top of her and was inside her 
and it began again, more exciting than before, a fountain spill- 
ing over with unbearable pleasure, and Tracy thought. Now 1 
know. For the first time, l know. But I must remember that 
this is just for tonight, a lovely farewell present. 

All through the night they made love and talked about 
: everything and nothing, and it was as though some long-locked 
floodgates had opened for both of them. At dawn, as the ca- 
nals began to sparkle with the beginnine day, Jeff said, “Marry 
me, Tracy.” 


She was sure she had misunderstood him, but the words 
came ag^n and Tracy knew that it was crazy and impossible, 
11 cou J d never work, and it was deliriously wonderful and 
t- “£P ul ? e lt would work. And she whispered, “Yes. Ob ve*‘” 
rn nliJT »° c ?’ U Shtiy in the safety of his arras. 

' 2" Jeff;! ° ndy T?,’ ^ th0U ^ t * We belong to each 
If is a part of all my tomorrows. 
tomorrow had come. 
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* * * . 

A long time later Tracy asked, “When did you know, Jeff?” 

“When I saw you in that house and I thought you were 
dying. I was half out of my mind.” 

“I thought you had run away with the diamonds,” Tracy 
confessed. 

He took her in his arms again. “Tracy, what I did in Madrid 
wasn’t for the money. It was for the game — the challenge. 
That’s why we’re both in the business we’re in, isn’t it? You’re 
given a puzzle that can’t possibly be solved, and then you be- 
gin to wonder if there isn’t some way.” 

Tracy nodded. “I know. At first it was because I needed 
the money. And then it became something else; I’ve given away 
quite a bit of money. I love matching wits against people who 
are successful and bright and unscrupulous. I love living on 
the cutting edge of danger.” 

After a long silence, Jeff said, “Tracy . . how v/ould you 
feel about giving it up?” 

She looked at him, puzzled. “Giving it up? Why’” 

“We were each on our own before. Now, everything has 
changed. I couldn’t bear it if anything happened. Why take any 
more risks? We have all the money we’ll ever need. Why don’t 
we consider ourselves retired?” 

\ “What would we do, Jeff?” 

He grinned. "We’ll think of something.” 

“Seriously, darling, how would we spend our lives?” 
“Doing anything we like, my love. We’ll travel, indulge 
ourselves in hobbies. I’ve always been fascinated by ar- 
chaeology. I’d like to go on a dig in Tunisia. I made a promise 
once to an old friend. We can finance our own digs. We’ll travel 
all over the world.” 

“It sounds exciting.” 

“Then what do you say?" 

She looked at him for a long moment. “If that’s what you 
want,” Tracy said softly. 

He hugged her and began laughing. “I wonder if we should 
send a formal announcement to the police?” 

Tracy joined in his laughter. 


♦ * * 
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,e churches were older than any Cooper had ever known 
re . Some dated back to the-pagan days, and at times he 
not certain whether he was praying to the devil or to God. 
at with bowed head in the ancient Begume Court Church 
in SL Bavokerk and Pieterskerk and the Nieuwekerk at 
ft, and each time his prayer was the same: Let me make 
suffer as I suffer. 


he telephone call from Gunther Hartog came the next day , 
ile Jeff was out. 

‘How are you feeling?” Gunther asked. 

*1 feel wonderful," Tracy assured him. 

Gunther had telephoned every day after he had heard what 
d happened to her. Tracy decided not to tell him the news 
out Jeff and herself, not yet. She wanted to hug it to herself 
r a while, take it out and examine it, cherish it. 

•‘Are you and Jeff getting along all right together?” 

She smiled. “We’re getting along splendidly.” 

“Would you consider working together again?” 

Now she haa to tell him. “Gunther . . . we’re . . . quit- 
ing” 

There was a momentary silence. “I don’t understand.” 

“Jeff and I are— as they used to say in the old James Cag- 
ney movies— going straight.” 

“What? But . . . why?” 

“It was Jeff’s idea, and I agreed to it. No more risks.” 
“Supposing l told you that the job I have in mind is wort! 
two million dollars to you and there are no risks?” 

‘‘I’d laugh a lot, Gunther.” 

‘Tm serious, my dear. You would travel to Amsterdam, 
which is only an hour from where you are now, and — ” 
“You’ll have to find someone else.” 

^ m ^mid there is no one else who could han- 
<Sc this. Will you at least discuss the possibility with Jeff?” 
AH right, but it won’t do any good.” 

“I will call back this evening.” 

Wien Jeff returned, Tracy reported the conversation. 
mn t you tell him we’ve become law-abiding citizens* 
vf course, darling, I told him to find someone else.” 
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“But he doesn’t want to," Jeff guessed. 

“He insisted he needed us. He said there’s no risk and that 
we could pick up two million dollars for a tittle bit of effort." 

“Which means that whatever he has in mind must be guarded 
like Fort Knox.” 

“Or the Prado," Tracy said mischievously. 

Jeff grinned. “That was really a neat plan, sweetheart. You 
know, 1 think that’s when I started to fall in love with you.” 

“I think when you stole my Goya is when I began to hate 
you." 

"Be fair,” Jeff admonished. “You started to hate me be- 
fore that.” 

“True. What do we tell Gunther?” 

“You’ve already told him. We’re not in that line of work 
anymore." 

"Shouldn’t we at least find out what he’s thinking?” 

“Tracy, we agreed that — ” 

“We’re going to Amsterdam anyway, aren’t we?" 

“Yes, but — ” 

“Well, while we’re there, darling, why don’t we just listen 
to what he has to say?” 

Jeff studied her suspiciously. “You wanr to do it, don’t 
you?” 

“Certainly not! But it can’t hurt to hear what he has to 
say. ...” 

■ They drove to Amsterdam the following day and checked 
into the Amstel Hotel. Gunther Hartog flew in from London 
to meet them. 

They managed to sit together, as casual tourists, on a Pins 
Motor launch cruising the Amstel River. 

“I’m delighted that you two are getting married,” Gunther 
said. “My warmest congratulations.” . 

“Thank you, Gunther.” Tracy knew that he was sincere. 

“I respect your wishes about retiring, but I have come across 
a situation so unique that I felt I had to call it to your atten- 
tion. It could be a very rewarding swan song." . . 

“We’re listening," Tracy said. 

Gunther leaned forward and began talking, his voice low. 
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Yhen he had finished, he said, “Two million dollars if yc 

*"itV impossible,” Jeff declared flatly. “Tracy—” 

But Tracy was not listening. She was busily figuring out he 

it could be done. 


Amsterdam’s police headquarters, at the comer of Mari 
Straat and Elandsgracht, is a gracious old five-story, brow 
brick building with a long white-stucco corridor on the grou 
floor and a marble staircase leading to the upper floors, li 
meeting room upstairs, the Gemeentepolitle were in corn 
ence. There were six Dutch detectives in the room. The lc 
foreigner was Daniel Cooper. 

Inspector Joop van Duren was a giant of a man, larger ti 
life, with a beefy face adorned by a flowing mustache, an 
roaring basso voice. He was addressing Toon Willems, the nt 
crisp, efficient chief commissioner, head of the city’s pol 
force. 

‘Tracy Whitney arrived in Amsterdam this morning, G 
Commissioner. Interpol is certain she was responsible for 
De Beers hijacking. Mr. Cooper, here, feels she has com; 


Holland to commit another felony.” 

Chief Commissioner Willems turned to Cooper. “Do 
have any proof of this, Mr. Cooper?” 

Daniel Cooper did not need proof. He knew/ Tracy Y< 
ney, body and soul. Of course she was here to carry o 
crime, something outrageous, something beyond the scop 
their tiny imaginations. He forced himself to remain calm 


“No proof. That’s why she must be caught red-handed 
“And just how do you propose that we do that?” 

“By not letting the woman out of our sight.” 
t The use of the pronoun our disturbed the chief commis- 
sioner. He had spoken with Inspector Trfgnant in Paris about 
Cooper. He's obnoxious, but he knows what he’s about. If we 
had listened to him, we would have caught the Whitney woman 
fta-handed. It was the same phrase Cooper had just used. 
_toon Willems made his decision, and it was based partly on 
ttKWell-publicized failure of the French police to apnrehend 
the hyackers of the De Beers diamonds. Where the French 
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police had failed, the Dutch police would succeed. 

“Very well," the chief commissioner said. “If the lady has 
come to Holland to test the efficiency of our police force, we 
shall accommodate her." He turned to Inspector van Duren. 
“Take whatever measures you think necessary." 

The city of Amsterdam is divided into six police districts, 
with each district responsible for its own territory. On orders 
from Inspector Joop van Duren, the boundaries were ignored, 
and detectives from different districts were assigned to sur- 
veillance teams. “I want her watched twenty-four hours a day. 
Don’t let her out of your sight.” 

Inspector van Duren turned to Daniel Cooper. "Well, Mr. 
Cooper, are you satisfied?” 

“Not until we have her.” 

“We will," the inspector assured him. “You see, Mr. 
Cooper, we pride ourselves on having the best police force in 
the world.” 

Amsterdam is a tourist’s paradise, a city of windmills and 
dams and row upon row of gabled houses leaning crazily against 
one another along a network of tree-lined canals filled with 
houseboats decorated by boxes of geraniums and plants, and 
\ laundry flying in the breeze. The Dutch were the friendliest 

' »le Tracy had ever met. 

“They all seem so happy,” Tracy said. 

“Remember, they’re the original flower people. Tulips.” 

Tracy laughed and took Jeff’s arm. She felt such joy in being 
with him. He’s so wonderful. And Jeff was looking at her and 
thinking. I'm the luckiest fellow in the world. 

Tracy and Jeff did all the usual sightseeing things tourists 
do. They strolled along Albert Cuyp Straat, the open-air mar- 
ket that stretches block after block and is filled with stands of 
antiques, fruits and vegetables, flowers, and clothing, and 
wandered through Dam Square, where young people gathered 
to listen to itinerant singers and punk bands. They visited 
Voiendam, the old picturesque fishing village on the Zuider Zee, 
and Madurodam, Holland in miniature. As they drove past the 
bustling Schiphol Airport, Jeff said, “Not long ago, all that land 
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he airport stands on was the North Sea. Schiphol means 

cemetery of ships.’ ’ , . . , 

Tracy nestled closer to him. “I’m impressed. It s nice to be 

n love with such a smart fellow.” 

“You ain’t heard nothin’ yet. Twenty-five percent ot the 
Netherlands is reclaimed land. The whole country is sixteen 
feet below sea level.” 


“Sounds scary.” 

“Not to worry. We’re perfectly safe as long as that little kid 
keeps his finger in the dyke.” 

Everywhere Tracy and Jeff went, they were followed by the 
Gemeetepolitie, and each evening Daniel Cooper studied the 
written reports submitted to Inspector van Duren. There was 
nothing unusual in them, but Cooper’s suspicions were not al- 
layed. She’s up to something, he told himself, something big. 
/ wonder if she knows she's being followed? 1 wonder if she 
knows I'm going to destroy her? 

As far as the detectives could see, Tracy Whitney and Jeff 
Stevens were merely tourists. 

„ Inspector van Duren said to Cooper, “Isn’t it possible you’re 
wrong? They could be in Holland just to have a good time.” 

“No,” Cooper said stubbornly. “I’m not wrong. Stay with 
her.” He had an ominous feeling that time was running out, 
that if Tracy Whitney did not make a move soon, the police 
surveillance would be called off again. That could not be al- 
lowed to happen. He joined the detectives who were keeping 
Tracy under observation. 


Tracy and Jeff had connecting rooms at the Amstel. “Fcr 
the sake of respectability,” Jeff had told Tracy, “but I won’t 
let you get far from me.” 

“Promise?” 


Ehch night Jeff stayed with her until early dawn, and they 
made love far into the night. He was a protean lover, by 5 —- 
tender and considerate, wild and feral. “ 

It s the first time,” Tracy whispered, “that I’ve 
known what my body was for. Thank you, my love.” 

The pleasure s all mine.” 

“Only half.” 
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They roamed the city in an apparently aimless manner. They 
had lunch at the Excelsior in the Hotel de l'Europe and dinner 
at the Bowedery, and ate all twenty-two courses served at the 
Indonesian Balt. They had envtensoep, Holland’s famous pea 
soup; sampled hutspot, potatoes, carrots, and onions; and 
boerenkool me l worst, made from thirteen' vegetables and 
smoked sausage. They walked through the walletjes, the red- 
light district of Amsterdam, where fat, kimono-clad whores sat 
on the street windows displaying their ample wares; each eve- 
ning the written report submitted to Inspector Joop van Duren 
ended with the same note: Nothing suspicious. 

Patience. Daniel Cooper told himself. Patience. 

At the urging of Cooper, Inspector van Duren went to Chief 
Commissioner Willems to ask permission to place electronic 
eavesdropping devices in the hotel rooms of the two suspects. 
Permission was denied. 

“When you have more substantial grounds for your suspi- 
cions,” the chief commissioner said, “come back to me. Until 
then, I cannot permit you to eavesdrop on people who are so 
far guilty only of touring Holland.” 

That conversation had taken place on Friday. On Monday 
morning Tracy and Jeff went to Paulus Potter Straat in Cos- 
ter, the diamond center of Amsterdam, to visit the Neder- 
lands Diamond-Cutting Factory. Daniel Cooper was a part of 
the surveillance team. The factory was crowded with tourists. 
An English-speaking guide conducted them around the .fac- 
tory, explaining each operation in the cutting process, and at 
the end of the tour led the group to a large display room, where 
showcases filled with a variety of diamonds for sale lined the 
walls. This of course was the ultimate reason visitors were 
given a tour of the factory. In the center of the room stood a 
glass case dramatically mounted on a tall, biack pedestal, and 
inside the case was the most exquisite dkimond Tracy had ever 
seen. 

The guide announced proudly, “And here, ladies and 
gentlemen, is the famous Lucullan diamond you have all read 
about. It was once purchased by a stage. actor, for his movie- 
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star wife and is valued at ten million dollars. It is a perfect 

stone, one of the finest diamonds in the world.” ^ 

“That must be quite a target for jewel thieves,” Jeff said 

aloud. , , , , . 

Daniel Cooper moved forward so he could hear better. 

The guide smiled indulgently. “Nee, mijnheer.” He nodded 
toward the armed guard standing near the exhibit. “This stone 
is more closely guarded than the jewels in the Tower of Lon- 
don. There is no danger. If anyone touches that glass case, an 
alarm rings— en onmiddellijk!— and every window and door in 
this room is instantly sealed off. At night electronic beams are 
on, and if someone enters the room, an alarm sounds at police 
headquarters.” 

Jeff looked at Tracy and said, “I guess no one’s ever going 
to steal that diamond.” 

Cooper exchanged a look with one of the detectives. That 
afternoon Inspector van Duren was given a report of the con- 
versation. 


The following day Tracy and Jeff visited the Rijksmuseum. 
At the entrance, Jeff purchased a directory plan of the mu- 
seum, and he and Tracy passed through the main hall to the 
Gallery of Honor, filled with Fra Angelicos, Murillos, Ru- 
benses, Van Dycks, and Tiepolos. They moved slowly, pausing 
in front of each painting, and then walked into the Night Watch 
Room, where Rembrandt’s most famous painting hung. There 
they stayed. And the attractive Constable First-Class Fien 
Hauer, who was following them, thought to herself. Oh, my 
God! 


The official title of the painting is The Company of Captain 
Frans Banning Cocq and Lieutenant Willem van Ruyten- 
burch, and it portrays, with extraordinary clarity and compo- 
sition, a group of soldiers preparing to go on their watch, under 
the command of their colorfully uniformed captain. The area 
around the portrait was roped off with velvet cords, and a guard 
stood nearby. 6 

JefF t0ld Tracy > “ bm Rembrandt 
caugnt hell for this painting.” 
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That’s worth a quarter of a million dollars,” Jeff told Tracy, 
’ooper was following closely behind them now, mingling 
h the crowd. 

eff pointed to another stamp. “Here’s a rare one. The one- 
ice Mauritius post office. Instead of ‘postpaid, some day- 
:aming engraver printed ‘post office.’ It’s worth a lot of pence 
lay.” 

“They all seem so small and vulnerable,” Tracy said, “and 
easy to walk away with.” 

The guard at the counter smiled. “A thief wouldn’t get very 
r, miss. The cases are all electronically wired, and armed 
ards patrol the convention center day and night.” 

“That’s a great relief,” Jeff said earnestly. “One can’t be 
o careful these days, can one?” 

That afternoon Daniel Cooper and Inspector Joop van Duren 
died on Chief Commissioner Willems together. Van Duren 
aced the surveillance reports on the commissioner’s desk and 
aited. 

“There’s nothing definite here,” the chief commissioner fi- 
ally said, “but I’ll admit that your suspects seem to be sniff- 
ig around some very lucrative targets. All right. Inspector, 
lo ahead. You have official permission to place listening de- 
ices in their hotel rooms.” 

Daniel Cooper was elated. There would be no more privacy 
or Tracy Whitney. From this point on, he would know every- 
hing she was thinking, saying, and doing. He thought about 
["racy and Jeff together in bed, and remembered the feel 
)f Tracy’s underwear against his cheek. So soft, so sweet- 
smelling. 

That afternoon he went to church. 

When Tracy and Jeff left the hotel for dinner that evening, 
a team of police technicians went to work, planting tiny wire- 
less transmitters in Tracy’s and Jeff’s suites, concealing them 
behind pictures, in lamps, and under bedside tables. 

Inspector Joop van Duren had commandeered the suite on 
the floor directly above, and there a technician installed a ra- 
dio receiver with an antenna and plugged in a recorder. 


5S£sr. 
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arly the following morning Daniel Cooper, Inspector loop 
Duren, and his young assistant. Detective Constable Wit- 
ip, were in the upstairs suite listening to the conversation 
ow. 

‘More coffee?’’ Jeff's voice. 

‘No, thank you, darling.” Tracy’s voice. “Try this cheese 
at room service sent up. It’s really wonderful.” 

A- short silence. “Mmmm. Delicious. What would you like 
> do today, Tracy? We could take a drive to Rotterdam.” 

“Why don't we just stay in and relax?” 

"Sounds good.” 

Daniel Cooper knew what they meant by “relax,” and his 
mouth tightened. 

“The queen is dedicating a new home for orphans.” 

Nice. I think the Dutch are the most hospitable, generous 

people m the world. They’re iconoclasts. They hate rules and 
regulations." 

much" 5 *' C0UTse ‘ Thal ' s why we both like them so 
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Ordinary morning conversation between lovers. They're so 
free and easy with each other, Cooper thought. But how she 
would pay! 

“Speaking of generous'*— Jeff’s voice— “guess who’s stay- 
ing at this hotel? The elusive Maximilian Pierpont. 1 missed 
him on the QE Two.” w "~~“ 

“And I missed him on the Orient Express 

“He’s probably here to rape another company. Now that 
we’ve found him again, Tracy, we really should do something 
about him. I mean, as long as he’s in the neighborhood . . 

Tracy’s laughter. “I couldn’t agree more, darling.” 

“I understand our friend is in the habit of carrying priceless 
artifacts with him. I have an idea that — ” 

Another voice, female. "Dag, mijnheer, dag, mevrouw. 
Would you care for your room to be made up now?” 

Van Duren turned to Detective Constable Witkamp. “I want 
a surveillance team on Maximilian Pierpont. The moment 
Whitney or Stevens makes any kind of contact with him, I want 
to know it.” 

Inspector van Duren was reporting to Chief Commissioner 
Toon Willems. 

“They could be after any number of targets. Chief Commis- 
■ \sioner. They're showing a great deal of interest in a wealthy 
v ■ • ‘ here named Maximilian Pierpont, they attended the 

liiatelist convention, they visited the Lucullan diamond at the 
Nederlands Diamond-Cutting Factory, and spent two hours at 
The Night Watch — ” 

“ Een diefstal van de Nachtwacht? Nee! Impossible!” 

The chief commissioner sat back in his chair and wondered 
whether he was recklessly wasting valuable time and man- 
power. There was too much speculation and not enough facts. 
“So at the moment you have no idea what their target is.” 

“No, Chief Commissioner. I’m not certain they themselves 
have decided. But the moment they do, they will inform us.” , 

Willems frowned. ‘Inform you?” ; 

‘The bugs,” Van Duren explained. “They have no idea they ■ 
are being bugged.” 
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The breakthrough for the police came at 9:00 a.m. the fol- 
lowing morning. Tracy and Jeff were finishing breakfast m 
Tracy’s suite. At the listening post upstairs were Darnel hooper, 
Inspector Joop van Duren, and Detective Constable Wit- 
kamp. They heard the sound of coffee being poured. 

"Here’s an interesting item, Tracy. Our friend was right. 
Listen to this: ‘Amro Bank is shipping five million dollars in 
gold bullion to the Dutch West Indies.’ ” 

In the suite on the floor above, Detective Constable Wit- 
kamp said, "There’s no way—” 

“Shh!" 


They listened. 

“I wonder how much five million dollars in gold would 
weigh?" Tracy’s voice. 

"I can tell you exactly, my darling. One thousand six hundred 
seventy-two pounds, about sixty-seven gold bars. The won- 
derful thing about gold is that it’s so beautifully anonymous. 
You melt it down and it could belong to anybody. Of course, 
it wouldn’t be easy to get those bars out of Holland.” 

“Even if we could, how would we get hold of them in the 
first place? Just walk into the bank and pick them up?” 

“Something like that.” 

. "You’ re joking.” 


“I never joke about that kind of money. Why don’t we just 
stroll by the Amro Bank, Tracy, and have a little look?” 
‘‘What do you have in mind?” 

“I’ll tell you all about it on the way.” 

There was the sound o? a deer dosing, and the voices ended. 
(< Inspector van Duren was fiercely twisting his mustache. 
Nee! There is no way they could get their hands on that gold. 
I* m y s «lf, approved those security arrangements.” 

Daniel Cooper announced gaily, "If "there’s a flaw in the 
bank s security system, Tracy Whitney will find it.” 

It was all Inspector van Duren could do to control his hair- 





1 

84 IF TOMORROW COMES j 

The inspector turned to Witkamp. “f want you to increase j 
he surveillance unit. Immediately. I want every contact pho- | c 
ographed and questioned. Clear?" j e 

“Yes, Inspector." M 

“And very discreetly, mind you. They must not know they i 
ire being watched.” . j 

“Yes, Inspector.” ( B 

Van Duren looked at Cooper. ‘There. Does that make you '! 
eel better?” • j &- 

Cooper did not bother to reply. J 

During the next five days Tracy and Jeff kept Inspector van j 
Duren’s men busy, and Daniel Cooper carefully examined all j 
he daily reports. At night, when the other detectives left the j. 
istening post. Cooper lingered. He listened for the sounds of j 
ovemaking that he knew was going on below. He could hear j 

lothing, but in his mind Tracy was moaning, “Oh, yes, dar- j ■ 

ing, yes, yes. Oh, God, I can’t stand it . . . it’s so wonderful, j 
, . . Now, oh, now . j 

Then the long, shuddering sigh and the soft, velvety si- j 
ience. And it was all for him. 1 

Soon you’ll belong to me, Cooper thought. No one else will J 
have you. . j 

During the day, Tracy and Jeff went their separate ways. | 
wherever they went they were followed. Jeff visited a 
■ ‘ .g shop near Leidseplein, and two detectives watched \ y 

from the street as he held an earnest conversation with the I 
printer. When Jeff left, one of the detectives followed him. The 1 
other went into the shop and showed the printer his plastic- , ; 
coated police identity card with the official stamp, photo 
graph, and the diagonal red, white, and blue stripes. . 

“The man who just left here. What did he want?" . 

“He’s run out of business cards, He wants me to 'print some ! 

more for him." . 

“Let me see.” 

The printer showed him a handwritten form: ; 

Amsterdam Security Services . . - 

Cornelius Wilson, Chieflnvestigator 
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The following day Constable First-Class Fien Hauer waited 
outside a pet shop on Leidseplein as Tracy went m. When she 
emerged fifteen minutes later, Fien Hauer entered the shop and 

showed her identification. 

“That lady who just left, what did she want? 

“She purchased a bowl of goldfish, two lovebirds, a canary. 


and a pigeon.” 

A strange combination, “A pigeon, you said. You mean an 
ordinary pigeon?” 

“Yes, but no pet store stocks them. I told her we would 
have to locate one for her.” 

“Where are you sending these pets?” 

“To her hotel, the Amstel.” 

On the other side of town, Jeff was speaking to the vice- 
president of the Amro Bank. They were closeted together for 
thirty minutes, and when Jeff left the bank, a detective went 
into the manager’s office. 

“The man who just walked out. Please tell me why he was 
here.” 

“Mr. Wilson? He's chief investigator for the security com- 
pany our bank uses. They’re revising the security system.” 

“Did he ask you to discuss the present security arrange- 
ments with him?" 

“Why, yes, as a matter of fact, he did.” 

“And you told him?" 


“Of course. But naturally I first took the precaution of tel- 
ephoning to make sure his credentials were in order.” 
“Whom did you telephone?” 

The security service — the number was printed on his iden- 
tification card." 


At 3.00 that afternoon an armored truck pulled up outsidt 
the Amro Bank. From across the street, Jeff snapped a pic- 
ture of the truck, while in a doorway a few yards av/ay a de- 
; tective photographed Jeff. 


At police headquarters at Hlandsgracht Inspector van Du 

Sof r ?ht n f 8 r° Ut the rapidIy accumuiat[ ng evidence on 
desk of Chief Commissioner Toon Willems 
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“What does all this signify?” the chief commissioner asked 
1 his dry, thin voice. 

Daniel Cooper spoke. ‘Til tell you what she’s planning.” 
lis voice was heavy with conviction. “She’s planning to hi- 
ick the gold shipment.” , 

They were all staring at him. 

Commissioner Willems said, “And I suppose you know how 
he intends to accomplish this miracle?” 

“Yes.” He knew something they did not know. He knew 
’racy Whitney’s heart and soul and mind. He had put himself 
tiside her, so that he could think like her, plan like her . . . 
md anticipate her every move. 

“By using a fake security truck and getting to the bank be- 
ore the real truck, and driving off with the bullion." 

“That sounds rather farfetched, _ Mr. Cooper.” 

Inspector van Duren broke in. “I don’t know what their 
scheme is, but they are planning something. Chief Commis- 
sioner. We have their voices on tape.” 

Daniel Cooper remembered the other sounds he had imag- 
ned: the night whispers, the cries and moans. She was behav- 
ng like a bitch in heat. Well, where he would put her, no man 
would ever touch her again. 

The inspector was saying, “They learned the security rou- 
tine of the bank. They know what time the armored truck 

akes its pickup and—” 

The chief commissioner was studying the report in front of 
. “Lovebirds, a pigeon, goldfish, a canary— do you think 
my of this nonsense has something to do with the robbery?” 

“No,” Van Duren said. 

“Yes,” Cooper said. 

Constable First-Class Fien Hauer, dressed in an aqua po- 
yester slack suit, trailed Tracy Whitney down Prinsengracht, 
icross the Magere Bridge, and When Tracy reached the other 
tide of the canal, Fien Hauer looked on in frustration as Tracy 
stepped into a public telephone booth and spoke into the phone 
'or five minutes. The constable would have been just as unen- 
ightened if she could have heard the conversation. 

Gunther Hartog, in London, was saying, “We can depend 
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Margo, but she’ll need time— at least two more weeks/' 
listened a moment. “I understand. When everything is 
dy, 1 will get in touch with you. Be careful. And give my 

ardstoJeff.” , 

'racy replaced the receiver and stepped out of the booth, 
s gave a friendly nod to the woman in the aqua pantsuit who 
ad waiting to use the telephone. 

ii 11:00 the following morning a detective reported to fa- 
ctor van Duren, ‘Tm at the Welters Truck Rental Com- 
ly. Inspector. Jeff Stevens has just rented a truck from 
;m.” 

‘What kind of truck?” 

“A service truck, Inspector.” 

“Get the dimensions. I’ll hold on.” 

A few minutes later the detective was back on the phone. 

. have them. The truck is—” 

Inspector van Duren said, “A step van, twenty feet long, 
;ven feet wide, six feet high, dual axles.” 

There was an astonished pause. “Yes, Inspector. How did 
5U know?” 

“Never mind. What color is it?” 

“Blue.” 

“Who’s following Stevens?” 

“Jacobs.” 

“Goed. Report back here.” 

Joop van Duren replaced the receiver. He looked up at Daniel 
faoper. “You were right. Except that the van is blue.” 
“He’ll take it to an auto paint shop.” 


The paint shop was located in a garage on the Darorak. Two 
nen sprayed the truck a gun-metal gray, while Jeff stood by 

S 8ara8B a detective shot Ptoograpte through 

e pic,ures were van Dureu-s dusk one hour 

He shoved them toward Daniel CYifin^r u-* * 

the identical color of the real security trunk w m£ ^ nted 
them up now, you know ” V trUcL V/e «>“M Pick 

“On what charges? Having some false business cards printed 
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and painting a truck? The only way to make the charges s 
is to catch them when they pick up the bullion.” 

The little prick acts like he's running the department. “V 
do you think he’ll do next?” 

Cooper was carefully studying the photograph. “Thistt 
won’t take the weight of the gold. They’ll have to reinfi 
the floorboards.” 

It was a small, out-of-the-way garage on Muider.Straat. 

"Goede morgen, tnijnheer. How may I serve you?” 

“I’m going to be carrying some scrap iron in this true 
Jeff explained, "and I’m not sure the floorboards are stj 
enough to take the weight. I’d like them reinforced with m 
braces. Can you do that?” 

The mechanic walked over to the truck and examined it. ' 
No problem.” 

"Good." 

“I can have it ready vrijdag— Friday.” 

“I was hoping to have it tomorrow.” 

"Morgen? Nee. Ik—" 

“I’ll pay you double.” 

"Donderdag— Thursday.” 

“Tomorrow. I’ll pay you triple.” 

The mechanic scratched his chin thoughtfully. "What t 
tomorrow?” 

"Noon.” 

“ Ja . Okay.” 

"Dank je wel. ” 

"Tot uw dienst." 

Moments after Jeff left the garage a detective was intei 
gating the mechanic. 

On the same morning the team of surveillance experts 
signed to Tracy followed her to the Oude Schans Canal, wf 
she spent half an hour in conversation with the owner c 
barge. When Tracy left, one of the detectives stepped abo 
the barge. He identified himself to the owners who was : 
ping a large bessenjenever, the potent red-currant gin. "Wnai 
did the young lady want?” 
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“She and her husband are going to take a tour of the ca 
nals. She’s rented my barge for a week.” 

“Beginning when?” 

“Friday. It’s a beautiful vacation, mijnheer. If you and you 
wife would be interested in—” 

The detective was gone. 

The pigeon Tracy had ordered from the pet shop was deliv- 
ered to her hotel in a birdcage. Daniel Cooper returned to the 
pet shop and questioned the owner. 

“What kind of pigeon did you send her?” 

“Oh, you know, an ordinary pigeon.” 

“Are you sure it’s not a homing pigeon?” 

“No.” The man giggled. “The reason I know it’s not a 
homing pigeon is because I caught it last night in Vondol- 
park.” 

A thousand pounds of gold and an ordinary pigeon? Why? 
Darnel Cooper wondered. 

Five days before the transfer of bullion from the Amro Bank 
was to take place, a large pile of photographs had accumu- 
lated on Inspector Joop van Duren’s desk. 

Each picture is a link in the chain that is going to trap her. 
Daniel Cooper thought. The Amsterdam police had no imagi- 
nation, but Cooper had to give them credit for being thor- 
ough. Every step leading to the forthcoming crime was 
photographed and documented. There was no way Tracy 
Whitney could escape justice. 

Her punishment will be my redemption . 

On the day Jeff picked up the newly painted truck he drove 
it to a small garage he had rented near the Oude Zijds Kolk, 
the oldest part of Amsterdam. Six empty wooden boxes 
stamped machinery were also delivered to the garage. 

A photograph of the boxes lay on Inspector van Duren’s desk 
as he listened to the latest tape. 

Jeffs voice: “When you drive the truck from the bank to 
the barge, stay within the speed limit. I want to know exactly 
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a- a long since anticipated every move Tracv urn;. 

ver would make. They had walked into a I H t nd her 
B closing in on them. While the detectives in the ofc S 
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attSii “All the pieces have fallen into place," tepee* VM - 


saying. “The suspects know what time the real amS 

lil f.siirlr ic rlin» at hcinl- Thmi nlo n , ■ . . armored 


ing to tidjek is due at the bank. They plan to arrive about half an h ri . r 
rlier, posing as security guards. By the time the real truck 
rives, they’ll be gone.” Van Duren pointed to the obo*^ 
fooftSKaph of an armored car. “They will drive away from theb-> 

oking like this, but a block away, on some side street” h-» 

Medicated the Heineken beer truck photograph— “the fmrfc .-VI 
5 iHfdo/iddenly look like this .' ’ 

iflgztipA detective from the back of the room spoke up “Do you 
now how they plan to get the gold out of the country k~ 
tmldfoector?" 

Van Duren pointed to a picture of Tracy stepping onto tie 
ilViSkarge. First, by barge. Holland is so crisscrossed with cc- 
MS&vjJs and waterways that they could lose themselves kdeS 
^aiottkitely.” He indicated an aerial photograph of the trucks?" ■ 
jtlhal^lung the edge of the canal. “They’ve timed the run i 
“^Ki'iiO.ow long it takes to get from the bank to their barce. i 
f time to load the gold onto the barge and be on tieir 
pj^iefore anyone suspects anything is wrong.” Van Dure a s: 
at. ,ver t° the last photograph on the wall, an enlarged r/ciu: 

. freighter. Two days ago Jeff Stevens reserved canes? 

AlaiteF ,n Oresta, sailing from Rotterdam next week. Ii2~ 
lsted 33 machinery, destination Hong Kong.” 

He turned to face the men in the room. “IVeE^ff 
/e re making a slight change in their plans. 
hem remove the gold bullion from the 
He looked at Daniel Cooper 
op- ^' anded * '"^' re g0 ‘ n S to catch these clever pe-t* 

cke4ii1 '' A detec tive followed Tracy inti 




JJjsie^ racd tHtmediately to her hotel. 


■ * i mu 

ce, where she picked up a med 
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“No way of knowing what was in the package,’* Inspe&j 
van Duren told Cooper. “We searched both their suites M 
they left, and there was nothing new in either ot them. 


Interpol's computers were unable to furnish any inforrr 
tion on the 220-pound Monty. 


At the Amstel late Thursday evening, Daniel Cooper, 
spector van Duren, and Detective Constable Witkamp wen 
the room above Tracy’s, listening to the voices from belo'. 

Jeff’s voice: “If we get to the bank exactly thirty mint 
before the guards are due, that will give us plenty of timi 
load the gold and move out. By the. time the real truck 
rives, we'll be stQwing the gold onto the barge." 

Tracy’s voice: “i’ve had the mechanic check the truck 
fill it with gas. It’s ready.’’ 

Detective Constable Witkamp said, “One must almost 
mire them. They don’t leave a thing to chance.” 

“They all slip up sooner or later,” Inspector van Duren 
curtly. 

Daniel Cooper was silent, listening. 

“Tracy, when this is over, how would you like to go on 
dig we talked about?” 

“Tunisia? Sounds like heaven, darling.” 

^ "Good. I’ll arrange it. From now on we'll do nothing 

^.ax and enjoy life.” 

Inspector van Duren murmured, "I’d say their next twe 
years are pretty well taken care of." He rose and stretch 
"Well, I think we can go to bed. Everything is set for torn 
row morning, and we can all use a good night’s sleep.” 


Daniel Cooper was unable to sleep. He visualized Tn 
being grabbed and manhandled by the police, and he could i 
the terror on her face. It excited him. He went into the ba 
room and ran a very hot bath. He removed his glasses, tc 
off his pajamas, and lay back in the steaming water. It v. 
almost over, and she would pay, as he had made other wfcot 
pay. By this time tomorrow he would be on his way bos 
No, not home, Daniel Cooper corrected himself. To my ape* 
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over him. Daniel walked into the house and went to his mot 
er’s bedroom, and she was lying naked in their bed, but s! 
was not alone. She was doing unspeakable things to the m; 
who lived next door. Daniel watched as she began to kiss tl 
matted chest and the bloated stomach, and her kisses traili 
downward toward the huge red weapon between the man’s leg 
Before she took it into her mouth, Daniel heard bis moth 
moan, “Oh, I love you!” 

And that was the most unspeakable thing of all. Daniel n 
to his bathroom and vomited all over himself. He careful 
undressed and cleaned himself up because his mother h; 
taught him to be neat. His earache was really bad now. f 
heard voices from the hallway and listened. 

His mother was saying, “You’d better go now, darling. I’ 1 
got to bathe and get dressed. Daniel will be home from scho 
soon. I’m giving him a birthday party. I’ll see you tomorroi 
sweetheart.” 

There was the noise of the front door closing, and then tl 
sound of running water from his mother’s bathroom. Exce 
that she was no longer bis mother She was a whore who d 
dirty things in bed with men, things she had never done wi 
him. 

> He walked into her bathroom, naked, and she was in tl 
. , her whore’s face smiling. She turned her head and sa 

. and said, “Daniel, darling! What are you — •?” 

’ e carried a pair of heavy dressmaker’s shears in his ham 

“Daniel — ” Her mouth was opened into a pink-lined O, bi 
there was no sound until he made the first stab into the brea 
of the stranger in the tub. He accompanied her screams wii 
his own. “Whore! Whore! Whore!” 

They sang a deadly duet together, until finally there was b 
voice alone. “Whore . . . whore . . 

He was spattered all over with her blood. He stepped in! 
her shower and scrubbed himself until his skin felt raw. 

That man next door had killed his mother, and that ma 
would have to pay. 

After that, everything seemed to happen with a supern; 
ilarity, in a curious kind of slow motion. Daniel wiped the fin*, 
^erprints off the shears with a washcloth and threw them intcf 
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bathtub. They clanked dully against the enamel. He dressed 
telephoned the police. Two police cars arrived, with si- 
screaming, and then another car filled with detectives, and 
- asked Darnel questions, and he told them how he had been 
home from school early and about seeing their next-door 
hbor, Fred Zimmer, leaving through the side door. When 
r questioned the man, he admitted being the lover of Dan- 
: mother, but denied killing her. It was Daniel’s testimony 
ourt that convicted Zimmer. 

When you arrived home from school, you saw your neigh- 
, Fred Zimmer, running out the side door?” 

Yes, sir.” 

Could you see him clearly?” 

Yes, sir. There was blood all over his hands.” 

What did you do then, Daniel?” 

I— I was so scared. I knew something awful had happened 
ny mother.” 

Then did you go into the house?” 

‘Yes, sir.” 

‘And what happened?” 

‘I called out, ‘Mother!’ And she didn’t answer, so I went 
a her bathroom and — ” 

M this point the young boy broke into hysterical sobs and 
I to be led from the stand. 

Fred Zimmer was executed thirteen months later. 

In the meantime young Daniel had been sent to live with a 
tfant relative in Texas, Aunt Mattie, whom he had never met. 
te was a stem woman, a hard-shelled Baptist filled with a 
hement righteousness and the conviction that hell’s fire 
waited all sinners. It was a house without love or joy or pity, 
id Daniel grew up in that atmosphere, terrified by the secret 
»owledge of his guilt and the damnation that awaited him. 
bortly after his mother’s murder Daniel began to have trou- 
Ij^wUh his vision. The doctors called the problem psycho- 

IHe s blocking out something he doesn’t want to see,” the 
fetors said. 

nhe lenses on his glasses grew thicker. 

IAt seventeen Daniel ran away from Aunt Mattie and Texas 
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forever. He hitchhiked to New York, where he was hired as 
a messenger boy by the International Insurance Protection 
Association. Within three years he was promoted to an inves- 
tigator. He became the best they had. He never demanded a 
raise in salary or better working conditions. He was oblivious 
to those things. He was the Lord’s right arm, his scourge, 
punishing the wicked. • i 

Daniel Cooper rose from his bath and prepared for bed. Tc\ 
morrow, he thought. Tomorrow will be the whore’s day of ret 
tribution. * 

He wished his mother could be there to see it. 


4 


erdatn 

iay, August 22 — 8:00 a.m. 

nie\ Cooper and the two detectives assigned to the iiste 
ost heard Tracy and Jeff at breakfast, 
weet roll, Jeff? Coffee?” 
lo, thanks.” 

iniel Cooper thought. It’s the last breakfast they’ll ever 
’ together. 

Do you know what I’m excited about? Our barge trip.” 
This is the big day, and you’re excited about a trip on a 
?<?? Why?” 

Because it will be just the two of us. Do you think I’m 
iyT' 

‘Absolutely. But you’re my crazy.” 

‘Kiss.” 

rhe sound of a kiss. 

She should be more nervous. Cooper thought. I want her to 
nervous. 
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“In a way, I’ll be sorry to leave here, Jeff.” 1 

“Look at it this way, darling. We won’t be any the poorei l 
for the experience.” 

Tracy’s laughter. “You’re right." : 

At 9:00 a.m. the conversation was still going on, and Cooper 
thought, They should be getting ready. They should be mak- 
ing their last-minute plans. What about Monty? Where are they 
meeting him? 1 

Jeff was saying, “Darling, would you take care of the con- : 
cierge before you check us out? I’m going to be rather busy.” 

“Of course. He’s been wonderful. Why don’t they have 
concierges in the States?” \ 

' “I guess it’s just a European custom. Do you know how it j 
started?” 

“No.” : 

“In France, in 1627, King Hugh built a prison in Paris and j 
put a nobleman in charge of it. He gave him the title of comte f 
des cierges, or concierge, meaning ‘count of the candles.’ His ; 
pay was two pounds and the ashes from the king’s fireplace, j 
Later, anyone in charge of a prison or a castle became known j 
as a concierge, and finally, this included those working in ho- 
tels.” ; 

\ What the hell are they talking about? Cooper wondered. It’s 
ne-thirty. Time for them to be leaving. < 

Tracy’s voice: “Don’t tell me where you learned that — you i 
used to go with a beautiful concierge." ■ 

A strange female voice: “Goede morgen, mevrouw, 1 
mijnheer.” ■ 

Jeff’s voice: “There are no beautiful concierges.” I 

The female voice, puzzled: “Ik begrijp het niet.” ; 

Tracy’s voice: “I’ll bet if there were, you’d find them.”. 
“What the hell is going on down there?” Cooper de- j 
manded. ■ 

The detectives looked baffled. “I don’t know. The maid’s i 
on the phone calling the housekeeper. She came in to clean, / 
but she says she doesn’t understand — she hears voices, but 
she doesn’t see anybody.” I 

“What?” Cooper was on his feet, racing toward the door, 
flying down the stairs. Moments later he and the other detec- j. 
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ltdoesa t matter," Inspcctnr ,■ rv iL 

r *”* ** "** 

n ‘ <w co2al,l msh '- "' s 

sold bullion from lh“ Soto Jol™ “” ir " r " icJ mm fed d ;c 

he armored truck. Cooper a '°, v" , “ 2n ‘' “heel rhcuroul ro 

.h="sSr ,ra:cted *» 

locked, and the two nlra'tnedTotr S of 1 lkc •"“* 
seat. Inspector van Duren vcllcii ; n tr\ k- ,,7 ‘^ 1,1,0 the front 
Pas op! AH units close in! (£ 5 h,S 
Pandemonium erupted Th/> 

workers in overalls, and klwarm Vcndof - «'»* 
he armored truck and surrounded it «^ < ‘? ccl,vcs niCt ' d “> 
vas cordoned off from all traffic in eith , , cravvn - rh « ««ci 
Inspector van Duren turned to rhnh 'r ;fccI{0n * 

‘Is this red-handed enough for you 1 il]\? PCr » rinr ‘ cd - 

Si* o*r 01 las t. Cooper tiought * # “ Up/ ' 

They hurried down to the street Tfie twn nuTo 
, ere facing the wall, hands raised XI bJTch - 
rmed detectives. Daniel Cooper and InsXvr X n 
ushed their way through. pvv ‘ cr ’ ‘ 

Said ’ " Y ° U Kin tum 2round «>w. You're or. 

The two men, ashen-faced, turned to face the group, o ■: 
ooper and Inspector van Duren stared at them ia :lJ± 7! 
ere total strangers. 

‘‘Who— -who are you?” Inspector van Duren d;.r.ar.ded. 

“We— we’re the guards for the security company.” C ~;J 
em stammered. “Don’t shoot. Please dea l sheet.” 

Inspector van Duren turned to Cooper. * Their p.ia-- 
rong.” His voice held a note of hysteria. ‘Trey cai’s' - 
There was a green bile in the pit of Daniel Cooper 
h, and it slowly began to rise up into his chest and 
1 that when he could finally speaJc, his voire - ^ 

^o. Nothing went wrong.” 
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Inspector van Durai's face went white. "Oh my God' Zijn if 
ze?— where are they?" . ' ■ . ,/>i 


On Pauius Potter Straat in Coster, Tracy and Jeff were ap- ^ 
proachmg tbs Nederiands Diamond-Cutting Factory. Jeff wore 
3 bturd and mustache* und had altered {h^sh&psof his checks - ' 
and noss with foam sponges. He was dressed in a sport outfit 
and carried a rucksack. Tracy wore a black wig, a maternity f 
dress and padding, heavy makeup, and.dark sunglasses. She f[ 
carried a large briefcase and a round package wrapped in brown ; ;if 
paper. The two of them entered the reception room and joined^’* 1 
a busload of tourists listening to a guide. . . and now, if X 
you will follow me, ladies and gentlemen, you will see our ; 
diamond cutters at work and have an opportunity to purchase :/l 
some of our fine diamonds," 

With the guide leading the way. the crowd entered the doors, f 
that led inside the factory. Tracy moved along with them, while: -‘4. 
Jctf lingered behind. When the others had gone, Jeff turned 
and hurried down a flight of stairs that led to a basement., He f c ; 


opened his rucksack and took out a pair of oil-stained cover- . ( 
alls and a small box of tools. He donned the coveralls, walked 1 ; 


over to the fuse box, and looked at his watch. , 


Upstairs, Tracy stayed with the group as it moved from room - 
to room while the guide showed them the various processes 
that went into making polished gems out of raw diamonds. ? 
From time to time Tracy glanced at her watch.The tour, was 
five minutes behind schedule. She wished the guide would move !/ 

ftXStCf* .• •. ~ 

At last, as the tour ended, they reached the display, room. . 
The guide walked over to the roped-off pedestal... ..... 

**ln this class case,” he announced proudly, “is theiucj-. •*. 
Ian liamond, one of the most valuable diamonds m the world, j 


. f 
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rteuunk Signaled to the armed guard, and the guard nodded 
md fixed his eyes on JetT. 

Jeff was working in back of the pedestal. The frustrated guide 
urned to the group. “Now, ladies and gentlemen, as 1 was 
laying, over here we have a selection of fine diamonds at bar- 
gain prices. We accept credit cards, traveler’s checks"— ha 
lave a little chuckle — “and even cash.” 

Tracy was standing in front of the counter. “Do you buy 
liamonds?" she asked in a loud voice. 

The guide stared at her. "What?" 

“My husband is a prospector. He just returned from South 
\frica, and he wants me to sell these." 

As she spoke, she opened the briefcase she carried, but she 
vas holding it upside down, and a torrent of Hashing dia- 
nonds cascaded down and danced all over the floor. 

“My diamonds!" Tracy cried. “Help me!” 

There was one frozen moment of silence, and then till hell 
iroke loose. The polite crowd became a mob. They scram- 
lied for the diamonds on their hands and knees, knocking one 
siother out of the way. 

“I've got some. . . 

“Grab a handful, John. . . 

“Let go of that, it’s mine. . . 

The guide and the guard were beyond speech. They were 
mrled aside in a sea of scrambling, greedy human beings, fili- 
ng their pockets and purses with the diamonds. 

The guard screamed, “Stand back! Stop that!" and was 
mocked to the floor. 

A busload of Italian tourists entered, and when they saw what 
vas happening, they joined in the frantic scramble. 

The guard tried to get to his feet to sound the alarm, but the 
lUtnan tide made it impossible. They were trampling over him. 
Ite world had suddenly gone mad. It was a nightmare that 
eemed to have no end. 

When the dazed guard finally managed to stagger to his feet, 
ie pushed his way through the bedlam, reached the p v>(I f 
ltd stood there, staring in disbelief. 

The Lucullan diamond had disappeared. 

So had the pregnant lady and the electrician. 



Tracy removed her disguise in a stall in the public wash- 
room in Oosterpark, blocks away from the factory. Carrying 
the package wrapped in brown paper, she headed for a park 
bench. Everything was moving perfectly. She thought about 
the mob of people scrambling for the worthless zircons and 
laughed aloud. She saw Jeff approaching, wearing a dark gray 
suit; the beard and mustache had vanished. Tracy leapt to her 
feet. Jeff walked up to her and grinned. “I love you," he said. 
He slipped the Lucullan diamond out of his jacket pocket and 
handed it to Tracy. “Feed this to your friend, darling. See you 
later.” 

Tracy watched him as he strolled away. Her eyes were 
shining. They belonged to each other. They would take sepa- 
rate planes and meet in Brazil, and after that, they would be 
together for the rest of their lives. 

Tracy looked around to make sure no one was observing, 
then she unwrapped the package she held. Inside was a small 
cage holding a siate-gray pigeon. When it had arrived at the 
American Express office three days earlier, Tracy had taken 
it to her suite and released the other pigeon out the window 
and watched it clumsily flutter away. Now, Tracy took a small 
chamois sack from her purse and placed the diamond in it. She 
removed the pigeon from its cage and held it while she care- 
Jully tied the sack to the bird's leg. 

" “Good girl, Margo. Take it home.” • 

A uniformed policeman appeared from nowhere. “Hold it! 
What do you think you’re doing?” 

Tracy’s heart skipped a beat. “What’s— what’s the. trouble, 
officer?” 

His eyes were on the cage, and he was angry. “You know 
what the trouble is. It’s one thing to feed these. pigeons, but 
it’s against the law to trap them and put them in cages. Now, 
you just let it go before I place you under arrest.” 

Tracy swallowed and took a deep breath. “If you say so, 
Officer.” She lifted her arms and tossed the pigeon into the 
air. A lovely smile lit her face as she watched the pigeon soar, 
higher and higher. It circled once, then headed in the direc- 
tion of London, 230 miles to the west. A homing pigeon av- 
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It's because 27 million 
adults in this country simply 
can't read. 

Functional illiteracy has 
reached one out of five 
Americans. It robs them of 
even the simplest of human 
pleasures, like reading a fairy 
tale to a child. 

You can change all this by 
joining the fight against illiteracy. 

Call the Coalition for Literacy 
at toll-free 1-800-228-8813 
and volunteer. 

Volunteer 



Warner Books is proud to be an active supporter 
of the Coalition for Literacy. 
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